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0 triſte pland acerbumgue funus ! 


O norte ipſa mortts 


— Tempus indignius! Jam deflinata erat egregio juvent, 


jam electus nuptiarum dies; u gaudium, quo ma- 
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By 2 FRIEND. 


Spoken by M. Boor U. 


ON pita the Creek and Roman » _ 

Aſefted by the muſe, renew their fame," 

bile yet unſung thoſe heroes ſleep, from abo 

Greece form'd her Plato's, and her Czfar's Rome. 
Such, Egypt, were thy ſons ! divinely greut 

n arts, and arms, in wiſdom, and in NE” wein! 

er early monarchs gave. ſuch glories birth,” 

T heir ruins are the wonders of the earth,” \. 

trudures ſo vaſt by thoſe great kings defign'®, 

tre but faint ſketches of their boundleſs mind : 

Yet neer has Albion's Scene, tho” long renown'd, 

With the flern tyrants of the Nile been crown'd. 

The tragic muſe in grandeur ſhou'd excel, 

Ver figure blazes, and her numbers ſwell. 

he proudeſt monarch of the proudeſt age, 

rom Egypt comes to tread the Britiſh tage 

01d Homer's heroes, moderns are to thoſe 

hom Abis night's venerable ſcenes diſcloſe. 

Here pomp and ſplendor ſerve but to pry 3 

o touch the ſoul is our peculiar care: „ 


Fg Fa 


PROLOGUE. 


| By tt 4 jarsf he ft pity to impart,” *: $$. 54 

And mend your nature, while we move your N Ns | 

Nor wou d theſe ſcenes in empty words abound, - 

Or overlay the ſentiment with ſound. 

When paſſion rages, eloquence is mean; 

; Geſtures and looks beſt ſpeak the moving ſcene. 

| Ye ſhining Fair ! awhen tender woes invite 

To pleaſing anguiſh and ſevere delight, 

By your affliction you compute your gain, 

And riſe in pleaſure 45 you riſe in pain. 

F then juſt objects of concern are ſhown, 

And your hearts heave with ſorrows not your oon, 5 

Let not the gen'rous impulſe be withſtood, | 

WH Strive not with nature ; bluſh not to be good: "I i 

Sigbs only from a noble temper riſe, 

And tis your virtue imei into e Eyes. 
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Dramatis — 
E N. 
Busixls, Wa ee 5 Mr. ELRIxXGTOx. 
Myxon, the Prince, Mr. Boortn. 
Nicanos, Father. of Mandane, Mr. MILLs. 
 Memxon, (Mr. Wilks. 
RAMESsE S, Gar 1 I Mr. WaLKER. 
Sypnoces, ( 5 Mr. THuzMonD. 
 PueRon, o Mr. WIxII ANS. 
AvuLETES, « Courtier, . Mr. W. Mits. 
V oO M E v. 
n Queen of Egypt, Mo Twonnon®: 
Maxpane : Mrs. OL DrIEI p. 


SCENE, a « Temple at MEMPHIS, i in Oid 22 


B USIRIS. 


rox. 


. 
ND. 
8. 


IND, 
LD. 


mE 2 RO 9 859 Hoces: Hat 


* 
PN 


svrnocks. | 
: glorious ſtructures, and immortal 3 
Enlarge the thought, and ſet our ſouls on Us 

My tongue has been too cold in Egypt's praiſe, . 
The queen of nations, and the boaſt of ares, 
Mother of ſcience, and the houſe of Goda), 
Scarce can I open wide my lab ring mind 
To comprehend the vaſt idea, big 
With arts ond, arms, ſo boundleſs in they . 


\ PnBRON: | 
Thrice hacks land! did not her dreadful king, 
Far fam'd Bufiris, whom the world reveres, 
Lay all his ſhining wonders in 2 * 
By cruelty and Sides. 14-19 
1 8 n OCES. 


By pride indeed; 


1 5 * "i 
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/ 7 
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z BUSIRIS, 

He ls bimſelf The Proud, and glories in it, 
Nor would exchange for Jupiters. Almighty. , 2 , 
Have we not ſeen him ſhake his filver reins q ; 
Oer harneſsd monarchs to his chariot yok d? 
In ſullen majeſty they ſtalk along, 

With eyes of indignation and deſpair, 

While he aloft diſplays his impious ſtate, 
With half their rifled kingdoms o'er his brow, 

Blazing to heav? n in diamonds, and gold. 


5 PRERON. 1 
Nor leſs the tyrant's cruelty than pride; 
His horrid altars ftream with human blood, 
And nt is murder in his hands. 5 great ſhout. 
+ 4 _ Sypnoces... | A* 

There roſe * voice of twice two 3 * weden. 
And broke the clouds, and clear'd the face of day's, z, 
The king, who from his temple's airy height, 7 
With dent dilated, that great work ſurveys, „ 
Which ſhall proclaim what can be done by man, 
Has ſtruck his purple ſtreamer, and n 


PhERON. 


Twice ten long years have ſeen that ln Pe 
Which nations with united toil advance, 
Gain on the ſkies, and labour up to heaven. 
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The ng -or proſtrate fall, or diſappear. (kraut 


Enter Bus1R1s, attended.” 


BusiRIS. | 
This antient city, Memphis the es, 


Almoſt coæval with the Sun himſelf, 
| Yer | My 


Krye of Er. „ 


And boaſting ſtrength ſcarce ſooner to decay, 1 
How wanton ſits ſhe amid nature's ſmiles 
Nor from her higheſt turret has to view, 
-* -W But golden landſcapes and luxuriant ſcenes ; _ 
A waſte of wealth, the ſtorehouſe of the world! 
Here, fruitful vales, far ſtretching, fly the ſight; _ 
There, ſails unnumber'd whiten all the ſtream ; 
While from the banks full twenty thouſand cities 
Survey their pride, and ſee their gilded towers 
Float on the waves, and break againſt the be 9 5 
To crown the OW this riſing pyramid 


[ ers 10 ho 
Lengthens i in air, and ends among the ſtars; _ 
ut. While every other object ſhrinks beneath  _ 
I'M Its mighty ſhade, and leſſens to the view, „ 
4. As king“ cooper with me. 


4 Fuer AoLeres. He fall 22 


AuLE TES. „ 
: „„ A_Jink for. eu ns 15 
Buſ Iris, firſt of men 11% . 1 


Busixis. 8 a a Ces 
Auletes, riſe; 


| AvuLETEs. CE 

K from various climes arrive, 
To view your wonders, and to greet your fame; "Ins 
unt. Each loaden with the gifts his country yields, : 

Of which the meaneſt riſe to gold and pearl: g 

The rich Arabian fills his ample vaſe. | 

With ſacred incenſe Ethiopia ſends 

A choc courſers fleeter than the wind; 4 


And F - Bs 1 And 


renn 
And their black riders darken all the plain: | 


\ Bending beneath the weight of luxury, 


He bends be fore your throne, and far. 1 


Away; 3 bk ſees me not; I know his purpoſe; ; 
A ſpy upon my. _ and no friend : 


And leave in air a thunder of my own: 
| Fove too has pour'd the Mile into my hand, 


Camels and elephants from other realms, 


0 the beſt ſeaſons of their 1 various years, 


FX 5 ER 


+4 1 F 


| Ty 5 


Shar r10s; 15, from the man? 
e AVLETES. 2 5 


4 
_ 


as reſt in N and outfhines in fate. 
EY; | Oven. . 


Take his Embaflador, and ſhew him Egypt ; Z 
In Memphis ſhew him various nations met, 
As in a fea, yet not confin'd in ſpace, 

But ſtreaming freely thro? the ſpacious ſtreets, , 
Which ſend forth millions at each brazen gate, 
Whene'er the trumpet calls; high over-head | 
On the broad walls the chariots bound along, 


The prince of rivers, ocean's eldeſt ſon : 
Rich of myſelf, I make the fruitful year, 
Nor aſk precarious plenty from the _ * 
Throw all my glories open to his view, ' © 
Then tell him, in return for trifles offer'd, 
I give him this; ; and behav a Far rand arm 

hy [Gives bin a bow. 
Can thus with vigour its SG bend, 3 
And to the nerve its ſtubborn force ſubdue ; ; 


4 


Then 


A different way, and leaves him ſtill a king: 


Then let his maſter think of arms but bring 
More men than yet e er pour'd into the field; | 
Mean time, thank heay'n, our tide. of 2 drives. 


This to the Per fan. I receive the reſt, 
And give the world an anſwer. [Exit Buſiris. 


Maxpanes attended by el * ber , i ſee 
"© ſacrificingat a diftance. | 


An e, to Is 18 is Jung. The prieft go out. 
Manpan a nen by Fas maids, denen. x 


IG! 3 
"Manpans. 


My 1 morning duty to the gods i = Ts >, 
Vet fill this terror hangs upon my ſoul, | 5 
And ſaddens every thought——1 ſtill behold 

The dreadful image; ſtill the threat ning fob 
Points at my breaſt, and glitters in mine eye.— 

But 'twas a dream; no more. My virgins, leave me: 
And thou, great Ruler of the world, be preſent! . 

O kindly ſhine on this important hour ! 

This hour determines all my future life, 


King ef EO vf. . 


% 


And gives it up to miſery or joy. [She advances. 


Theſe lonely walks, this deep and ſolemn gloom, 5 
Where noon- day funs but glimmer to the view, 
This houſe of tears, and manſion of the dead, 

For ever hides him from the hated light, | 

And gives him leave to groan. 


| Back ſeene draws, and ſs dp leaning on his 
ee tomb. | 


Po Wes ever ſcene 


„ 


a BUS K 1 8, 
80 ess If, my lord, "the! dead alone * 


. Are all your care, life is no more a bleſſing. 

1 How cou'd you ſhun me for this diſmal ſhade, 

"6g And ſeek from love a refuge i in deſpair ?' Ig 

4 FOR, | Meuvov. Toy. | 
=_ | wil haſt thou brought thoſe eyes to o this fad ee: | 
= Where darkneſs dwells, and grief would ſigh ſecure | 
of In welcome horrors, and beloved night? 

= Thuy beauties drive thy friendly ſhades before them, 
= And light up day een here. Retire, my love; 

Wl; Each joyful moment I wou'd ſhare with thee, |. 

$ My virtuous maid, but I wou'd mourn alone. 

if 2 | 885 Max pax! 1 
Wh; | What have you nd 5 in me ſo mean, to hope | 

3 That while you ſigh; my ſoul. can be at peace? 
: 1 Your ſorrows flow from your Mandane s Ses. 
ll Mone, u 

9 0 a Mandane ! oe OT 2 ee e: 


bbs. ung 001 8 
ö Ag ' Wherefore turn you f from me ? 
Have I offended, or are you unkind ?—— © 
Ah me! a ſight as ſtrange, as pitiful! | SSOT 
From this big heart, o'erchargid with gen' rous ſorrow, 
See the tide working upward to his eye, 
And ſtealing from him in large filent drops, | 
Without his leave can thoſe tears da in vain ah 
| 5 Memon. Ts 


Why will a: double. my diſtreſs, and make 
My grief my crime, by diſcompoſing you? 
And yet I can't forbear! Alas, my father! gk 
That name excuſes all ; what is not due 


N 
| | or 
} 
1 


. 
. 
7 
. 
; 
1 


— 


* - 
C * 
* 


KINO of Ecyer. 5 


To that, ow name, Which life or death can Kage Ws 
| Maipanxe. HT 


Speak on, ad eaſe your lab'ring breaſt : It Web 
And ſinks again; and then it ſwells ſo high, 

It looks as it wou'd break. I know tis big 
With ſomething you wou'd utter. Oft in vain 
I have preſum'd to aſk your mournful ab ; 


But ever have deen anſwer'd with a tro. = 


 Memnon. 
O my WHINE did my tale coscern 
Myſelf alone, it wou'd not lie conceal'd ; 
But *tis wrapt up in guilt, in royal guilt, 
And therefore *tis unſafe to touch upon it: 
To tell my tale, is to blow off the aſhes f 
From ſleeping embers, which will riſe in flames 
At the leaſt breath, and ſpread de ſtruction round. 
But thou art faithful, and my other ſelf; 
And, O! my heart this moment is ſo full, 

It burſts with its complaints; and I muſt ſpeak. 
Myris, the preſent queen, was only ſiſter . 
Of great Artaxes, our late royal lord : _ 

Bufiris, who now reigns, was firſt of males 
In lineal blood, to which this crown deſcends.” 
Not with long circumſtance to load my ues 
Ambitious Myris fir'd his daring | ſoul, 3 | 
And turn'd his ſword againſt her et s life: 
Then mounting to the tyrant's bed and throne, 
| oi her ſhame, and triumph'd in her guilt. 
= MAN DAN E. 

80 black a FRY well might ſhun the day. 
| 4 Mzux ox. 53555 8 
| Artaxes friends @ virtuous multitude), | Worn | 


* 
MY *3; 


WF BUSIR15 
Were g away by baniſhment or death, 

In throngs, and ſated the devouring grave. 
My father- © Che: IR, on en o -n, 
And pardon me „ eeps. 
The tyrant took me, then of tender years, 
And rear'd me with his ſon (a ſon ſince dead). 
He vainly hoped, by ſhews of guilty kindneſs, 
To wear away the blackneſs of his crime, 
And reconcile me to my father's fate; 
Hence have I long been forc'd to ſtay my vengeance, | 
To ſmooth my bro with ſmiles, and curb my tongue, 
While Re big woe lies eee at my heart. — 


5 


5 knn, Puzzon, at'a di fence | 


bn F [Afide]* 4 
80 cloſe! fo 1 !—Here I ſtand 20 5 
And watch my rival's fate. | . 
Regs Menon.” 
. But thou, my fairs 
Thou art my alc in tumult, life in death; 
Thou yr canſt make me Be: 
N 1 Mb 


| As ”_ or 00 lord? 
e MEMNoN. 
Ak! why wilt thou inſult me? 
N Tc | MN DAN. 
1 Memnon 


Mrunon- 5 OR 
P bn peak 1 
. . nin | e | 
 Neture forbids ; ; and _ I begin 


O let me wm — 
| Menno: e 
You pierce | me to the ſoul. I Holding ber. 
MANDA NE. e 


To welcome her returning warrior home 3 8 


derte the power of fate to part our loves; 


Perdition ſeize them both ! and have I lov'd_ 

So long, to catch her in another's arms! 
Another's arms for ever! O the pang ! | 

7 Heart-piereing ſight but rage ſhall take its turn — 


KING Of EGV r. 


She Rifles all my ſpirits, and 1 kant: : 
My heart is breaking, but I od . fois ak, 


O! ſpare me for a moment, till my heart 

Regains its wonted force, and. I will ſpeax 

Phe ron, you know, is daily urgent with me, 

We thro' reſtraints, and will not be refus' d. 
T̃᷑,fheron ſhews A great concern. 

Vet more: The prince, the young impetuous prince, 


Before his father ſent him forth to war, 


And gave the Mede to his deſtructive ſword, 

Has often taught his tongue a ſilken tale, 

Deſcended from himſelf, and talk'd of love. | 
Since laſt I ſaw thee, his licentious paſſion of 
Has haunted all my dreams 1 
This day the court ſhines forth in all its luſtre, 


Alas ; the malice of our ſtars! 
|  Memnon. 


Ta plats i it 


Be this our LEI night, my life! my ſoul! i 
PHERON: | * 


It _— be ſo—and let the crime be his RET 
Who 


F # 16 B U s 1 R 1 8, 
Who dives me to the black extremity 5 e poll 
1 fear no * hell than that I feel. [Exit 

Meuxox. . 
 Trembling I graſp thee, and my anxious s heart 
. Ig pill i in doubt if I may call. thee mine. 
O bliſs too great! O painful _ . 
1 know not what to utter. 


Manpans. 


Ah, my lord! 
What means this damp da comes athwart my joy, 

_ Chaſtiſing thus the lightneſs of my heart — 
I have a father, and a father too, | 
Tender as nature ever fram' d. His will! 

Should be conſulted. Should I touch his peace, 
I ſhould be dee in my Memnon's arms. 


 Memnon. 


Talk not of wretchedneſs, 


MANDANE. 
bi we eee this day | 
_ Firſt gave me birth, and (which is ſtrange to tell) 
The fates e er ſince, as watching its return, 
Have caught it as it flew, and mark'd it deep 
With ene great; extremes of good « or il | 
MEM x. 8 
Why ſhould we bode misfortune to our loves? 
No ; I receive thee from the gods, in lieu 
Of all that happineſs they raviſh'd from me; 
Fame, freedom, father, all return in thee. 
Had not the gods Mandane to beſtow, 5 
They never would have pour'd ſuch vengeance on me; F 
| ay meant me : thee, and could not be ſevere. | 
| Soon 


a 7 2 


| Soon as night's favourable ſhades deſcend, 


Till then, in ſcenes of pleaſure loſe thy gil” 


' They'll ſweeter ſmell, and fairer bloom for thee.— 


Nay, eien by love itſelf—T = «og now,, 


With mingling tumult, tear up all my breaſt: 8 


Bravely regardleſs of its own, tho' great; 


Not far bad; To e the ee l 
Or die. „ Men. 


| : | OL | 
K EN G fE . TR WS, 
inc of Fever. | 
* * 


The holy prieſt ſhall join our hands for ever 
And life ſhall prove but one lon g bridal-day, 


Or ſtrike the lute, or ſmile among the flowers, 


Alas! Pm torn from this dear tender fide, © 
By weighty reaſons, and important calls; 


But to nn thee more. 1 bey embrace. 
, | Mah DAN. 
Fan friends are here. [Beit Mand. 
Meuvon. 


/ 


Excellent creature 1 ins my ſoul pants for thee ! * 


But other paſſions now begin their claim; | 
Doubt, and diſdain, and ſorrow, and reve 4 


O how unlike the ſoftneſſes of love? 
Enter Syrnoces. 
| SYPHOCES.. 3 
Hail worthy Memnon. V 
| Meuxox. 


| Welcome, my Syphoces. __ 
And much I hope thou bring'ſt a bleeding heart; — 
A heart that bleeds for other's miſeries, 


That firſt of characters. 
- SYPHOCES.. 
And there's e 


3 2. 
T "TN 
„ 


„ b Us IR 1 8. 
1 yg Who drives. me to the black extremity ; V 
1 1 fear n no TG hell than that I feel. (Exit. 
=o 3 Mruxox. = ban wed 
Trembling 1 graſp thee, and my anxious > heart 

Is ill i in doubt if I may call thee mine. 


O bliſs too great! O painful 9 
I know not what to utter. 


Manpan E. 
Ah, my lord! 
What means this damp dat comes athwart my joy, 
Chaſtiſing thus the lightneſs of my heart? 
I have a father, and a father too, 
Tender as nature ever fram'd: . His will! 
Should be conſulted. Should I touch his peace, 
I ſhould be wretched in my Memnon s arms. 
_.*, Memnon. 
Talk not. t wretchedneſs. 


Manpane. 
= Alas! this oy 7 e 
Firſt gave me virth, and (which is ſtrange to tell) 
The fates e'er fince, as watching its return, 
Have caught it as it flew, and mark'd it deep 
With cnn great ; extremes of good or ill 
Memon. : 
Why Would we bode misfortune to our loves? | 
No; I receive thee from the gods, in lieu 
Of all that happineſs they raviſh'd from me; 
Fame, freedom, father, all return in the. 
Had not the gods Mandane to beſtow, © 5 
They never would have pour'd ſuch vengeance on me ; ; 
r meant me thee, and could not be kevere. ent 
| Soon 


_ Soon as night's favourable ſhades deſcend, | 


it. The holy prieſt ſhall join our hands for eveerr * 


And life ſhall prove but one long bridal-day. ky 
Till then, in ſcenes of pleaſure loſe thy grief, 
Or ftrike the lute, or ſmile-among the flowers, 


They'll ſweeter ſmell, and fairer bloom'forthee.— _ 
Alas! Pm torn from this dear tender fide, | 5 | 


By weighty reaſons, and important calls; 

Nay, een by love itſelf—1 82 7 der- now, 
But to deſerve thes more. Ws bey embrace. 
. YT 'Manvans. © 


| You friends are here. Hang Mak, 


- Mgmnon. 
Excellent creaturwh how my ſoul pants for thee! « 
But other paſſions now begin their claim ; .* 
Doubt, and diſdain, and ſorrow; and reve age, 
With mingling tumult, tear up all my breaſt... 

O how unlike the ſoftneſſes of love! 25 

2 Enter SYPHOCES. 
SYPHOCES... 
Hail, worthy Memnon. | 
Memon. 

Welcome, my Suphoces.. 
And mach 1 "BY thou bring'ſ a bleeding heart; 
A heart that bleeds for other s miſeries, 

Bravely regardleſs of its own, tho? great; 


That 85 of characters. 
1 75 | 5 Syruocks. 
e; 5 And there's a ſecond, 
385 Not flr behind ; To reſeus the diſtreſs'd,. 1 
wh Arid. © | 95 Men. 
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Ves, dies 2 viſie thoſe brave men 
Who, from the firſt of time, have bath'd thei hands, 

In tyrants? blood, and graſpꝰd their honeſt ſwords | 
As part & their on being, when the cauſe, - 

The public cauſe, demanded. O, my friend! _ 
How long ſhall Egypt groan in chains? How long. 
Shall her ſons fall in heaps without a foe? ww 

No war, plague, famine, nothing but Buff bris,, uot 
His people's father! and the ſtate's defence! l 04/2169 
Let but a remnant of the land ſurvives. | 


' SyPHOCES.: 
| What havock hive ſeen? Have we not _— 

A multitude become a morning's pre, 
When troubled reſt, or a debauch, has our cs * 
The monſter's temper? Then tis inſtant death 3 90 
Then fall the brave and good, like ripen d corn 

Before the ſweeping ſeythe; not the poor mercy 

To ſtarve, and pine at leiſure in their chains. 

But what freſh hope, that we receive your ſummons ; 

To meet you here this morning? 


M mnon. 
5 | | Know, Syphoces, 
Twas « on this FRY my warlike father's blood, 
o often laviſh'd in his country's cauſe, 
And greatly ſold for conqueſt and renown ;. 
_ *Twas on this execrable day, it flow'd 
On his own payement, in a peaceful hour, 
Smok'd in the duſt, and waſh'd a ruffian' s feet. 
This guilty day returning, rouſes all 
My ſmother'd rage, and blows it to a flame. 
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Where | 


Te 


| How, Memnon _ 


Kin G of E 11 wy 


Where are our friends * 
F Oh; eee i 

1 At hand. 2 

Laſt night, when gentle reſt o'er nature ſpread 


Fer ſtill command, and care alone was waking, 
Like a dumb, lonely, diſcontented, ghoſt, 


Enter'd my chamber, and approach d my bed: 5 


With burſts of paſſion, and a peal of groans, 


He recolleQs his god-like brother's fate, 


The drunken banquet, and the midnight murder, 11. 


And urges vengeance on the guilty prince. 


Such was the fellneſs of his boiling rage, 
Methought the night grew darker as be frown' & 


Mewxox. 


3 kid he bears the prince moſt deadly hate * 


But this will enter deeper in his ſoul; [She vu 4 _— 


| SYPHOCES. 


 Memnon. | | 
This reminds me of thy fate; 


And rouze up paſſions, which till now have flept: 
Murder will look like i innocence to thiz. 


The queen has courted thee with proffer'd realms, 


And ſought by threats to bend thee to. her will; 
She languiſhes, ſhe burns, ſhe waſtes away. 


| in fruitleſs hopes, and dies upon thy name. 


SYPHOCES. 
O fatal love ! which, Kung by jealouſy, 
Expelbd a life far e than mine own, 


By curſed poiſon Ah divine Apame ! 


And cou'd the * ſhe ſhou'd inherit 


Th: 


wa 


This heart, and fill thy place within theſe arms ?— 
But _ ſhall Pe OO I'm wholly thine 1 


Meuxox. 
The tyrant too is wanton in his age, 
He ſhews that all his thoughts are not in blood: 
Love claims its ſhare : he envies poor Rameſes | 
The ſoftneſs of his bed; and thinks Amelia 

A miſtreſs worthy of a monarch's arms. 


 _ Syynocrs. 
But ſee, Rameſes comes; a fullen gloom | 
Scowls on his brow, and marks him thro' the duſk. 


Enter RAMESES, Puxkox, and other res | 
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Kilo. 


To "FLY my friend, ſhall Memnon bid you welcome? x 

To tombs, and melancholy ſcenes of death? 

I have no coſtly banquets, ſuch as ſpread 

Prince Myron's table, when your brother fell. 

[To Racflſen. 

I have no gilded roof, no gay apartment, ä 

Bauch as the queen prepar'd for thee, Syphoces. 
Vet be not diſcontent, my valiant friends, 

Buſiris reigns, and 'tis not out of ſeaſon + 

To look on aught may mind us of our fate: 

His ſword is ever drawn, and furious Myris ED 

\. Thinks the wed loft that is not mark d with blood. 

| RaMEsEs. 

And have we felt a tyrant twenty years, 

Felt him as the raw wound the burning ſteel ? 

And are we murmuring out our midnight curſes, 

' Drying our tears in corners, and complaining ? | 


Our 


ur 


| My n joy, chat crowns my ebe 
With tender pledges of our mutual love, 


The mother of my little innocents, 


Wbo live but on her fight! And ſhall T hear 

Her cries for ſuccour, and not ruſh upon him? 
My infant hanging at the neck upbraids me, 
And ſtruggles with his little arms to ſave her. 


Kiwo: of 8 21 


| Our bands ape Hedge a pO off. 


No hands we need to faſten our own chains, 


Our maſters will do that; and we want ſouls 
To raiſe them to-an uſe more worthy men. 


Meuxox. 
Ruffles your temper at offences paſt ? 
Here en, to ſting thee into madneſs. 
Lives the letter. kameſes reads. 
Raus. | 
Oh 


CE SROCES; 


See how the ſtruggling paſſions ſhake his frame 1 l 


RAMESES. 


Far dearer than my ſoul ! and ſhall my pg > 


Be taken from us! Torn from me, from mine, 


Theſe veins have ftill ſome gen'rous blood in ſtore, 
The dregs of thoſe rich ſtreams his wars have drain dz | 
PI! giv 't in EY with her. 4 ef 7) 
PHERON. 
Well reſoly'd: 
A * 3 ſhares the tyrant's * 
RamESES. 


Let me embrace thee, Pheron, thou art brave, | 


And doſt diſdain the coldneſs of delay. it gc 
Curſe 


i bus IRIS 
Curſe on the man that calls Rameſes a, 
And keeps his temper at a tale like this; > 
When rage and rancour are the proper virtues, "Io 
And loſSof reaſon i is the mark of men. 
| Mrmnon. | 
Thus ve determin'd': When the midnight b lows 
Lulls this proud city, and her monarch dreams 
Of humbled foes, or his new miſtreſs” love, 
Then we will ruſh at once, let looſe the terrors 
Of rage pent in, and ſtruggling twenty years 
To find a vent, and at one dreadful blow 
Begin and end the war. 
A more auſpicious juncture could not t happen. 
The Perſian, who for years has join'd our art 
4 Stirr'd up the love of freedom, and in private 
Long nurs'd that glorious appetite with gold, ä 
This morn with tranſport ſnatch'd the wiſh'd oecaſion 8 
Of throwing his reſentment wide, and now ff 
He frowns in n. and gives the. event to fate. | 
| | | | Rameses. > 
| This hand ſhall drag the-tyrant bom the throne, 
N I. the _ victim on nn A 2004 bat 
2b f en [Pointing to the tomb. 
65 1 87 a l 
O julthy "ABI | Friends, caſt your eyes oa," 
All that moſt awful is, or great in nature, 
This ſolemn ſcene preſents; the gods are here, 
And here our fam' d forefathers ſacred tombs; 
Who never brook'd a tyrant in this land. 
Let us not act beneath the grand aſſembl j! 
The i ighted ds and, Gele tons 5 bf. 


n 


7 
3 


id 


Faſt bind our ſouls to great revenge! 


Te now my foe is taken in the toll, 


KINO of EG TTT. ag 
Send forth a peal of groans to urge us on. 
Come then, ſurround my father ner r 
A call his your to witneſs to your vows. 

. eee RaMESsRES. je 5 439 
Nor hiſs Moms. 0 all ye mighty dead ! 
Illuſtrious ſhades! who nightly \ ſtalk around _ 
The. tyrant's couch, and ſhake his guilty foul; 5 
Whether already you converſe with Gods, „ 

Or ſtray below i in melancholy glooms, Rt 47 GE 

From earth, from air, from heav'n, and even hell, 

Come, I conjure you, by the pris ner 85 chain, | 

The widows ſighing, and the orphan's tears, 

The virgin's ſhrieks, the hero's ſpouting veins, 

By gods N and free - born men enſlax d. F 
Memnon. 

Hobs: Fove, and you moſt injur'd 8 hear, 

While we o'er this thrice-hallow'd monument 

Thus join our hands, and kneeling to the gods, 


ALL. 1 | : 
We ſwear = — page ie 1 
ME MNON. | 
This night the tyrant and his mintons bleed. 


PRO. [4fede.] 


And I've a ſecond caſt f. for. this proud maid- 
It is an oath well ſpent, a perjury 
Of good account in 1 vengeance, and in love. BR 


-_ 


| Menno. | 
We wrong the mighty dead, if we t 
Our eyes alone to count 88 grand ! aſſembly | Es = 


"ha" BEEF SS: INR I 8, 
A thouſand unſeen heroes walk among us; 
My father riſes from his tomb; his wounds 
Bleed all afreſh, and conſecrate the day: 
He waves his arm, and chides our tardy VENgEAnCe ; 5 
More than this world ſhall thank us. O my friends! 
Such our condition, we have nought to loſe ; 
And great may be our gain, if this be great, 
To cruſh a Tyrant, and preſerve a State; 
To ſtill the clamours of our father's blood, 1 
To fix the baſis of the Public good, | 


'To leave a fame eternal ; then to Gas. a 
Mix with the gods, and bid the world adore. = 


FATE 1 
SCENE, The Palace. 


A magnificent throne diſcover d, and ſeveral courtiers | 
e to and fre. 


| Eater S vr HOCES and Rawnens, Shouts at a aha. 


Ralnnsks. 


H AT means this duſt and tumult i in the court, 
Theſe ſtreamers fooling in the wind, theſe 
mou, © | 
The tyrant blazing in full inſolence, 8 
And all his gaudy courtiers baſking round bim, 
1 Like pois'nous vermin in a dog-day ſun? 


| SyPHOCES. 
| Your father a and prince Myron are arriy'd, 


An 


þ © 
 @ 


1 


ers 


we. 


art, 


eſe 


And 
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And with one : peal of joy the nation rings. . ; 
-  Rameszss. Fo. = . 
1 TY my - as ſery'd this tyrant king, | 
With zeal well-worthy of a better cauſe.” 
Tho' with his helm he hides a hoary brow, 5 
Long vers'd in death, the father of the field, 
At the ſhrill trumpet he throws off the weight 
Of fourſcore years, and ſprings upon the foe. 
The tranſport danger gives him, conquers nature, 
And a ſhort youth boils up within his veins. 
| OYPHOCES. 


Bekofa this way they paſs to meet the king. 

Myron and Nicax OR paſs the ftage with attendants. 
| | Rameses. [Looking on Myron. 

What pity tis that one ſo loſt in guilt, 


Should thus engage the ſight with manly charms, 
And make vice lovely! 


SYPHOCES. 
Pardon me, Rameſes * , 
Tho' to my for, I muſt be ever juſt. 

He's gen'rous, grateful, affable, and brave : 

But then he knows no limit to his paſſion ; | 
The-tempeſt-beaten bark is not ſo toſs'd _ 

As is his reaſon, when thoſe winds ariſe : . 

And tho? he draws a fatal ſword in battle, 

And kindles in the warm purſuit of fame, 
Pleaſure ſubdues him quite; the ſparkling eye, 
And gen'rous bowl, bear down his graver mind, 
While fiery ſpirits dance along his veins, 

And keep a conſtant revel i in his heart. 


Vor. II. Ls oo ä 


I RN gs Vs 500 Hin LR4 
But here the ritnnt comes Wich wha meas 
Of idle pride will he receive his fon ! 


How with big words will he ſwell out this conqueſt 
And into grandeur puff his little tales! 


Enter Kine, and aſcends the tbrone; on the other fe 


Enter Myron and Nticanok. 


ET + 1 
Welcome, my ſon; great partner of my fame; 
I thank thee for th' increaſe of my dominions, 
That now more mountains riſe, more' rivers flow, 
And more ſtars ſhine in my ſtill growing empire. 
'The ſun himſelf ſurveys 1 it not at once, 
But travels for the view, whilſt far disjoin'd, 
My ſubjects live unheard-of by each other; 
Theſe wrapp'd in ſhades, while thoſe enjoy the light; 
Their day is various, but their king the ſame. 
= | Mxraan..- : 
Here, Sir, your thanks are dae ; to this old arm, 
Whoſe nerves not threeſcore winter camps unbend, 
You owe your victory, and I my life. 
When my fierce courſer with a javelin ſtung, | 
Firſt rear'd in air, then tearing with a bound _ 
The trembling earth, plung'd deep amidſt the foe ; 
And now a thouſand deaths from ev'ry fide, 
Had but one mark, and on my buckler rung; 
Through the throng'd legions, like a tempeſt, ruſh'd 
This friend, o'er gaſping heroes, rolling 92 be 
And ſnatch'd me from my fate. 
Bus ik! 8. 
355 "BO thee, general 
| | -- 11 Thou 


f * 


King ef Rover, "2 


Thou haſt a heart that ſwells with loyalty, | 
And throws off the infection of theſe times; 
But thy degenerate boy 


3 


eſt, | 
Neciatien: 
No more my ſon ; 
T cut him off my guilt, my puniſhment. 
Look not, dread Sir, on me through his offence ; 
O let not that diſcolour all my ſervice, 
And ruin thoſe who blame him for his cio! 


Bus IRIS. 
Old man, 1 will not wear the crown in vain ; 
Subjects ſhall work my will, or feel my pow'r ; . - 
Their diſobedience ſhall not be my guilt. 
Who is their welfare, glory, and defence? 
The land that yields them food, and ev'ry ſtream 
That ſlakes their thirſt, the air they breathe, is mine. 
And is concurrence to their own enjoyment 
By due ſubmiſſion, a too great return ? 
Death and deſtruction are within my call 
But thou ſhalt flouriſh in thy maſter's ſmile. 
A faithful miniſter adorns my crown, | 
And e a brighter glory round my brow. 


Ni caxoR. 
Take but one more, one ſmall one, to your favour, 
And then my ſoul's at peace—l have a ek 
An only daughter now an only child, | 
Since her loſt brother's folly ; ſhe þ 09 ak 2 
The moſt a father can for ſo much goodneſs : 
Her mother's dead, and we are left alone; 
We two are the whole houſe ; nor are we two, 
In her I live, the comfort of my age; 


C2 = 


de; 


23 BUS IRIS. 

And if the king extend his grace ſo far, 

And take that tender bloſſom into ſhelter, 

Then I have all my monarch can beſtow, 

Or heav'n itſelf ; but this, that I may wear 

My life's poor remnant out in your command ; 

Stretch forth my being to the laſt in duty, 
And wit the fates ſhall ſummon, die for you. 

„„ UOCan es. 
83 know, thy daughter is our care. 
MRO. | 

o, Sir, be greatly kind, exert your pow'r, 

And with the monarch, furniſh out the friend |— 

Art thou not he, that gallant-minded chief, [To Nic, 

Who wou'd not ſtoop to-give me leſs than life ? | 

And ſhall I prove ungrateful ? Shocking thought! 

He that's ungrateful, has no guilt but one 

All other crimes may paſs for virtues i in him. 


N1Icanos. 


What j joy my daughter's promis'd welfare gives me, 
My lips I need not open to diſcover ——— _ 


Thus 8 825 let me thank you. 
 Bus1xrs. 


- 


| Dry thy tears, 

And follow us; thy daughter's near our queen, 
And longs, no doubt, to ſee thee: Bleſs the maid, 
And then attend us on affairs of ſtate.— | 
I hear, there's treaſon near us: Though the llaves 
Fall off from their obedience, and deny : 
That I'm their monarch, I'm Buſiris ſtill: 
Collected in myſelf, Pl ſtand alone, 


_ Aid hurl my — tho 1 ſhake my throne : 4 
- IJ 


Nic, 


Kine of EGV r. 29 
Like death, a olitaty king Pll reign 


, O'er ſilent ſubje&s, and a deſart plain; 


Ere brook their pride, I'll ſpread a gen ral doom, | 
And ev'ry ſtep ſhall be from tomb to tomb. [Exiz. 
(Myr. and Aul. who talk'd afide, pee, | 


Myxow. 
Her abſent beauties glow'd upon my mind, 
And ſparkled in each thought. She never left me— 
Wou'dſt thou believe it? In the field of battle, 


In the mid terror, and the flame of fight, 


Mandane, thou haſt ſtob'n away my ſoul, 


And left my fame in danger.—My rais'd arm 
Has hung i in air, forgetful to deſcenld, 
And, for a moment, ſpar'd the proſtrate * 


O that her birth roſe equal to my own ! 

Then I might wed with honour, and enjoy 

A lawful bliſs And why not now? Methinks 
Abſence has plac'd her in a fairer light, 


Enrich'd the mind, and  heighten'd ev 17 chan 


AvLETEs. 
She comes ! | 
| Mvxox. | 
| That modeſt grace ſubdu'd my ſoul : 
That chaſtity of look, which ſeems .to hang 
A veil of pureſt light o'er all her beauties, 
And by MESS moſt inflames, defire. 
N [Enter Manvanxe- 
What tender force! what dignity divine ! 
What virtue conſecrating ev'ry feature! 
Around that neck, what droſs are gold and — 


 Mandane ! powerful being, whoſe firſt fight 


0 - Gives 
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Gives me a tranſport not to be expteſe'd;/ 
And with one moment over-pays a year 
on 88170 toil, and death, and abſence Foe thee. | 


— 


MAN DAN E. 


| wy lord, I ſought my father. - 


MyRoN. 
Leave me tbe 5 | 


Tre much to ay ; ; much more than you conceive ; 
Ves, by the gods, much more than I can utter: 


My breath is ſnatch'd ; I tremble; I expire. [Afde. 


| Nay, here Tl! offer tender violence Tales her hand. 
May I not breathe my ſoul upon this hand? 


When your eyes triumph, and inſult my pain, 


Permit me here to take a {mall revenge. | : 


MAN DAN E. 
My lord, 1 am not conſcious of my fault. 
5 _ Mrxon. 


Tis falſe—1 know the language of thoſe eyes; 3 
They uſe me ill See my heart beat, Mandane ; 
Believe not me, but tell yourſelf my paſſion 


Is it in art to counterfeit within? 


To drive the ſpirits, and inflame the blood ? 


Each nerve 1s pierc'd with light' ning from your eye, 


And every pulſe i is in the throbs of love. 
; MANDANE. 


: Oy lord, * duty calls; I muſt not tay. 


Myron. 
Give me a moment: : I have that to ſpeak 
Will burſt me, if ſuppreſt—O heavenly maid ! 
Thy charms are doubled,—ſo is thy difdain—. 
Who is it; tell me, who enjoys thy ſmile 2 
5 There 


E, Fe 


here- 


KinG Kb b 31 


There is a ep man, I ſwear there is; „ 
I know ĩt by your coldneſs to your friend—"_ 
That thought has fix d a ſcorpion on my heart, 
That ſtings to death—And is it poſſible 
You ever ſpoke of Myron in his abſence, * 


Or Call at leifure a light thought that way? 


MAN DAN E. 
I thought of you, my lord, and of my father, 


. 


And pray d for your. ſucceſs; nor muſt I now 


Negle@ to "Ore him Joy. 

Myron. 
Yet ſtay ; you ſhall not go—Ungrateful woman ! 
I wou'd not wrong your father: but, by heav'n, 


His love is hatred, if compar'd with mine. 


I underſtand whence this unkindneſs flows; 
Your heart reſents ſome licence of my youth, 
When love had touch'd my brain. You may forgive me 
Becauſe I never ſhall forgive myſelf ; _ 

But that you live, d ruſh upon my ſword. 

If you forgive me, I ſhall now approach, 

Not as a lover only, but a wretch _ 

Redeem'd from baſeneſs to the ways of honour, | 
And to my paſſion join my gratitude : . 
Each time I kneel before you, I ſhall riſe 

As well a better, as a happier, 8 
Indebted to your virtue, and your love. 8 


ManDaxE. 
I muſt not. hear you. 
f  Myxon. 


O torment me not! 
Hear me e you ; muſt, and more—Your father's valour, 


98 „ "27 


* 


In the late battle, reſcu'd me from death: 

And how ſhall I be grateful! Thou'rt a e 1 

Think not, Mandane, this a ſudden ſtart ; Ms $5.5 
A flaſh of love, that kindles and enpie sss 

Long have I weigh'd it; fince 1 parted; 3 | 

No night has paſ'd, but this has broke my reſt, _ 
And mix'd with ev'ry dream. My fair, I wer thee 

In the matureſt counſel of my ſoul. 


MANDANE. [Afide.] 


O "IO I tremble at the riſing Korg s 3 55 e 
Where can this end! ? | 
| Myron. _ "7 
And do you then deſpiſe m me 74 
| ManDans.. | 6 EY 
My lord, I want the courage to accept 5 7 * 


What far tranſcends my merit, and for ever 
| Mus filently 5 2 my little worth. 
|  Myzon. 5 
Have 1 forſook myſelf, forgone my temper 
Headlong to all the gay delights of youth, 
And falPn in love with virtue moſt ſevere ; 
Turn' d ſuperftitious, to make thee my friend? 
Gods] have I ſtruggled thro? the pow'rful reaſons 
That ſtrongly combated my fond reſolves? _ 
Was wealth o'erlook'd, and glory of no weight; 5 
My parent's crown forgot, and my own conqueſts; 3 
And all to be refus'd, to ſooth your _ | 
m_ make my rival ſport ? 
| | Manpan E. | [Kneels 15 
| With patience hear _— 
Ld Nor let my truft in | Myron prove my ruin. 


— N 
1 1 * 1 
6 y - 
* : 


© cc 


"rs pr” Ever 
Myron. 


Di fraQion! Art thou marry'd ? 
|  Manpane. © 
| On 
Myron. | 
| My hear foretold i it—Ah, my ſoul ! Auletes. [Sons 
|  AVERTRS 
Madam, tis prudent i in you to withdraw—[Exit Mand. 
ü | 
I do not live—T cannot bear the light! 
Where is Mandane ? But I would not know. | 
She is not mine.—Yet, though not mine in love, 
Revenge, my juſt revenge, may overtake her. 
O how I hate her! Let me know her faults: 
Did the proud maid inſult me in diſtreſs, 
And ſmile to ſee me gaſping? Speak, Auletes, 
Did ſhe not ſigh? Sure ſhe might pity me, 
" Though all her love is now another's right. 
| AVULETES. 
She bea. and wept; but I remov'd her from . | 
Myxon. 

It was wa done Vet I cou'd gaze for ever. 
And did ſhe ſigh? And did ſhe drop a tear? 
The tears ſhe ſhed for me are ſurely mine; 
And ſhall another dry them on thoſe cheeks, 
And make them an excuſe for greater fondneſs ? . 
Shall J aſſiſt the villain in his joys? | 
No; I will tear her from him 
I'd grudge her beauties to'the yods that gave them. 
| AULETES. E 
My lord, have temper. 
Myron. 

And another's miſſion | 

CY Warm 


34 B U SIR I'S, 
Warm on that lip! another's burning arms 
Strain'd round the lovely waiſt for which I die, 


And ſhe conſenting, wooing, growing to him! 
What golden ſcenes, when abſent, did I. * = 


What lovely pictures did I draw in air! 


What luxury of thought! And ſee my fate! 
Shall then my flave enjoy her; and I languiſh 
In my triumphal car, my foot on purple, 
And o'er my head a canopy of gold, 
Fate in my nod, and monarchs in my train ! 
What if I ſtab him ? No—She will not wed 
His murderer—I never form'd a wiſh, 
But full fruition taught me to forget it. 
And am I leſſen'd by my late ſucceſs ? 
And have 1 loſt my conqueſt ? F ly, . 
And Ne her 


AuLETEs. 
What, my lord ? 

_ Mrxgon, 

No, bid her 
Avr rzs. | 
Speak! F 
| Myxzon. 
1 know not what—My heart is torn aſunder. 
| AVULETES. | 
Retire, my lord, and recompoſe yourſelf: 
OE ern approaches—Ha.! her poop ſwells; 


[Exit Myron, 
Her Silo ip e 3-A diſorder'd . 


Is in her ſteps 3 ; her eyes ſhoot gloomy fireg— 


When Myris is in anger, happy they 
hs calls 1 Dient 


Enter 


| Kino of EG url 35. 
k Enter Quzen. : 


| Queen. 1 5 
Auletes, where's the king? > 
Avrerzs. 
At council, madam. 
OQvrxv. 
164 him know I want him. [Exit Aul. 
Baſe! to hr to whom he owes a crown! 
Fool ! to provoke her rage whoſe hand is red 
In her own brother's blood . | 


Enter pon and PHERON. 


Ki NG, 

” Horrid conſpiracy! 
PTRON. 

This nicht; was deſtin d for the bloody deed. 
KING. 

Miſtaken villaioa! if they wiſh my death, | 
They ſhould in prudence lay their weapons by: 

So jealous are the gods of Egypt's glory, | 
cannot die whilſt ſlaves are arm'd againſt me. 
Haſte, Pheron, to the dungeon; plunge them down 
Far from the hopes of day ; there let them lie 
Baniſh'd this world while yet alive, and groan 
In darkneſs, and in horror—Let double chains 
| Conſume the fleſh of Memnor's loaded limbs, 

Till death ſhall knock them off—A king's thy friends 
Nay, more; Buſtrix —Go; let that ſuſfice— 
Ei Pher. 


5 23 


ela: 
9 "on your a „. 


. Kin. 


23 n U ne 
5 EIN. 8 
| Affairs of ſtate 
Detain'd me : from my queen. 
„ _ Queen. | 
; The world _ whit: 
Tre: a requeſt, my lord. 
Kix. 
_ » Oblige; me with i it. 
5 _  Quren., wt 623. 1 5 
8 5 | KING. 3 
My queen, my pow N is yours. 


TORN 


Kix. 
My queen. 
| Quren. 
Indeed, it ſhould be ſo— 
Then ſign theſe orders for Anelia's death —— | 

He ſtarts, turns pale, he's ſinking into earth. 

Enough ; be gone, and fling thee at her feet; . 

Doat on my ſlave, and ſue to her for mercy. 

Go; pour forth all the folly of thy ſoul ; 

But bear in mind, thou giv'ſt not of thy own : 

Thou giv'ſt that kindneſs, which I 7 . a blood 

Nor ſhall J loſe unmov'd. 

KING. 
„%% LL my queen, 
This fill had ſlept a ſecret for thy ſake ; 

But ſince thy reftleſs jealouſy of foul 
Has been ſo ſtudious of its own diſquiet 
Support it as you may I own I've felt 
n. charms, and think them worth my love. 


Golem: 


Your queen ? 


Kain of BO r. #$.. 


| Qvzrn. 
Aw dar ft den bravely own it too? O inſult! 
Forgetful man ! tis I then owe a crown! _ 
Thou hadſt ſtill grovelPd in the lower world, 
And view'd a throne at diſtance, had not! 
Told thee thou waſt a man, and (dreadful chought 3 
| Thro' my own brother cut thy way to empire: 
But thou might'ſt well forget a crown beſtow'd „ 
That gift was ſmall: I liſten'd to thy ** 
And rais'd thee to my bed. 


| Kin. 


= T thank you for it : 
The ity you made me were not caſt away : 
I underſtand their worth: Huſband and King 
Are names of no mean import ; they riſe high 
Into dominion, and are big with pow'r——— _ 
Whate'er I was, I now am king of 2051, 
And 88 lord. 

Qx ax. 


. 1 dream: Art thou Bufiri 2 N 
Abe that 5 trembled at my feet? 2 
And art thou now my love, with endes brow 
Diſpenſing fate, and looking down on Myris ? 

Doſt thou derive thy ſpirit from thy crimes ? | 
Cauſe thou haſt wrong d me, therefore doſt thou 
And roll thine eye in anger? Rather bend, lchreaten, 
And ſue for pardon !—O deteſtable! 

Burn for a ſtranger's bed !——— 


Kins. 


And what v was mine, V 
When Myris firſt vouchſaf d to ſmile on me? 


 Queun. 


38 n RIS, 
|  Quuun, 

DiftraQon ! death ! upbraided for my e — 5 
Thou art not only criminal, but baſe : | 

Mine was a god-like guilt: Ambition in it; 

Its foot in hell, its head above the clouds; 
For know, Lhated when I moſt careſs d: e e 
was not Bufiris, but the crown, that charm'd me, | 
And ſent its ſparkling glories to my heart: 
But thou canſt ſoil thy diadem with Dave. g 


| KING. 
5 1 ack is a king then. „ So 
e ˙⁵] 
ee 5 * 
Let fair Amelia know the king attends hr, | ; lee. 
T 1 Quern. | 7 ® 
7 tyrant, go, and, wiſely, by thy is 
Prepare thy way to ruin: Til-o'ertake thee, 
Living or dead; if dead, my ghoſt ſhall riſe, 


Shriek in thy ears, and'ftalk before thine eyes: 
In death, Pll triumph o'er my rival's charms, 
And chill thy blood, when claſp'd within her arms; 
Alone to ſuffer is beneath the Great; 
Tyrant, e torment-ſhall rac my State. [Exit 


acn 


kh 


- Kinc of Ecvyer. 


ACT W. SCENE I. 
SCENE, The General's Houſe. 
Enter the Kino. 


KING. . 
ERE duelle my ſtubborn fair: PII ſooth her pride, 
And lay an humbled monarch at her feet: : 
But let her well conſider ; if ſhe's flow 2 
To welcome bliſs, and dead to glory's charms, . 
Then my reſentment riſes in proportion 
To this high grace extended to my ſlave, 
And turns the force of her own charms againſt her: 
Monarchs may court, but cannot be deny'd. 
[Enter the Queun veiled. 

Amelia, dry thy tears, and * aſide | 
That melancholy veil Ha Myris 1 


5 EN Quzen.:. 
| Ar name that ſhould like Hands firike thine ear, 
And make thee tremble in this guilty place: 
But wherefore doſt thou think I meet thee here? 
Not with mean fighs, and deprecating tears, 
To humble me before thee and increaſe 
The number of thy ſlaves, in hope to break 
T Thy reſolution, and avert thy crime; 
| But to denounce, if thou ſhalt dare perſiſt, 


it. 


vit. 


The 


* 


1 Us IR IS. 


The vengeance due to injur'd heav'n ad me: 


And by this warning double thy offence : 


Think, think of vengeance, tis the only joy | 
Which thou haſt left me: I'm no more thy wife, 


'Nor queen.s but know I am a woman Kill. 


Enter AULETES. 
_ AvLEerTes. 

May al he 1 watch o'er your life and empire, 
And render omens vain! So fierce the ſtorm, 
Old Memphis from her deep foundations ſhakes, 
And ſuch unheard-of prodigies hang o'er us, 
As make the boldeſt tremble : See the moon 
- Robb'd of her light, diſcolour'd, without form, 


Appears a bloody. ſign, hung out by Jove, 


To ſpeak peace broken with the ſons of men; po 


The Nile, as frighted, ſhrinks within its banks; 
And as this hour I paſs'd great Ifs. temple, 85 


A ſudden flood of light ning ruſh'd when. 27 


And laid the Arie in aſhes. 


KING. | f . | 
O, mighty 7 


Why all theſe has i as? Why this cunt. + 


To tell me I am guilty? If my crown 


The fates demand, why, let them take it back : 


My crown, indeed I may reſign; but O! 
Who can awake the dead. 


is hence theſe ſpectres ſhock my midnight thoughts, 
And nature's laws are broke to diſcompoſe me; 


»Tis I that whirl theſe hurricanes in air, 
And ſhake the earth's foundations with my guilt.” 
O Myris ! / give me back my innocence. 


2 , * am PA feud tens &% - 


. 


| EF: 


27% 


Kix of EEO 1” Wo 


I bought it with an empire. 

RE . 
Cheaply ſold ! 
Why didit 3 urge my lit ed arm to ſtrike 
The . 8 when my own heart recoll'd * of 


Qukxx. 
Why did you yield when urg'd, and by : a woman; 


Vou that are vain of your ſuperior reaſon, 
And ſwell with the prerogative of man ? 
If you ſucceed, our counſel is of nought; _ 
You own it, not accepted, tho enjoy'd ; 
But ſteal the glory, and deny the favour : 
Yet if a fatal conſequence attend, 8 
Then we're the authors; then your treach'rous Lan 
Allows us s ſenſe e to be condemn' d. 
1155 ö 

Tis prudent. to diſfemble with her bars, | 
And wait a ſoſter ſeaſon for my love. [Afede. 
Bid Je priefts attend their king” s devotions ; 
Pll ſooth with ſacrifice the angry pow'rs ; 
Swift to my dungeons, bid their darkſome wombs 
Give up the numerous captives of my wars; 
Ten thouſand lives to heav'n devoutly pour; 
Nor let the ſacred knife grow cool from blood, 

Till ſevenfold Nile, infected with the ſtain, 
In all his ſtreams flows purple to the main. [ Exit. 
| 8 8 Queen. | 
Thin Aden I know the facrifice 


You moſt intend—But I will daſh your joys ; 
THROW geen and 2555 n hoth 1 feel. me. 
| | e 


„ 


42 bbs IN Is 


AULETES.. ws BOY oa! 
Madam, the prince. . 
Qerux. 
And he i is ain affiQed 10 
TREE A 8 4 
It grieves your faithful ſervant to relate it: * c 


He ſtruggles manfully ; 3 but all in vain: 
Sometimes he calls in muſic to his aid. . 
Hle ſtrives with martial ſtrains to fire his blood, 1 
And rouze his ſoul to battle 5 
Then he relapſes into love again 
Feeds the diſeaſe, and doats upon his . 
Queen. 


| Why ſeeks he here the cauſe of all his ſorrow A 

 AULETES. 

He ſeeks not © hens Mandane, but her Riker” p<: 

For friendſhip is the balm of all our cares, 
Melts in the wound, and ſoftens every fate. 

# . Wr muff. 


a 


Enter Mrn RON, af 4 dance, 3} 3} 


9 Queen. 70 
Heav'ns ! N bat a glory blazes from his eye 1 


What force, what majeſty, in ev'ry motion, 
e ee r 204 Bt 

" Myxon. 

o that this addi wou'd for ever laſt! 

Tt ſhall ; nor will I curſe my being more ; \ 
Chain'd kings, and conquer'd kingdoms, are before me; 


hs Ti bend the bow, and launch the whiſtling ſpear, .. 

Bound ofer the mountains, plunge into the ſtream, 
Where Hay faulchions tha , and helmets * 

P 


han A . Y 


we 


—< 


Kine of E OVP r. 1 
PII me my own heart among my foes, 
And conquer it, or Meri 25 Þ | 225 | 
| 3 W 
| The EE of war 
Will foon diſlodge the fair one from his breaſt— 
ut this has broken in on my intent. 
wou d remind thee of my late commands. 
orten. 
Madam, 'tis needleſs to remain your llave— 
At dead of night I ſet the pris' ners free. 
Queen. 
Yes, ſet the pris ners free—'tis great revenge ; . 
Such as my ſoul pants after It becomes me. 
O it will gall the tyrant ! fab him home 3 
And if one ipark of gratitude ue 
Soften Syphoces to my fond deſire: 
The tyrant's torment is my only j joy; i” 
Ye gods! or let me periſh, or deſtrgy ; 
Or rather both ; for what has life to boaſt 
When vice is taſteleſs grown, and virtue loſt? 
Glory and wealth I call upon in vain, 
Nor wealth, nor glory, can appeaſe my pain; 
My every joy upbraids me with my guilt, 
And triumphs tell me ſacred blood is ſpilt. [Exit Qu. 


Enter Mexon. 
Myron. 

The 1 images of war are fled, 
The fainting trumpets languiſh in mine ear, 
The banners furl'd, and all the ſprightly blaze | M4 
Of burniſh'd armour, like the ſetting ſun, 
. is vaniſh'd from my Oy +. „ 
No 


2 


— 


3 v S IR 1 8, 
No battle, "RY or ſtorm, ſuſtain my ſoul 


In wonted grandeur, and- fill out my breaft.:: 


But ſoftneſs ſteals upon. me, melting down 


My rugged heart in languiſhments and ſighs, 
And pours it out at my Mandane's feet—— 


I ſee her &en this moment ſtand before me, 
Too fair for fight, and fatal to behold : 


| I have her here; ; I claſp her in my arms; 
And in the madneſs of exceſſive love, 


| Sigh out wy heart, and bleed with ene 


AvLE TES. 


My lord, too much you cheriſh this deluſion: : 
She 18 another's. 


| Mvynzon. - | 
Do not tell me fo: 


ay rather ſhe is dead : Each heav' nly charm WE, 
| Turn'd into horror! O the pain of pains _ 
Is when the fair one, whom our ſoul is fond of, 


Gives tranſpork, and receives it from another! 


How does my ſoul burn up with ſtrong defire ; | 


Now ſhrink into itſelf! Now blaze again! 


TIl tear and rend the ſtrings that tye me to her: 
FT ad longer here, I am undone. 


As he is going, Enter Ni CANOR, 
N1canoR. 


My prince, and, ſince ſuch honours you vouchſafe, 
My friend! I have preſum d upon your favour; 


This is my daughter's birth-day, and this night 
T.dedicate to joys, which ever languiſh, 


If 25 refuſe to crown them with your proſence. 1 | 


Myko x. 


Nicamer, I was warm on other thought— 


* ; - 
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Kino. +: Eover, 45 
Nicaxok. i 
I am gill near you in the day of danger, 
In toilſome marches, and the bloody field, 
When nations againſt nations claſh in arms, 
And half a people in one groan expire; _ 
Why am I, with your helmet, thrown alide, 
Caſt off, and os in the hour of pence © 


| Mr xox. 
Since then you preſs it, I muſt be your gueſt 5 
Methinks I labour, as I onward move, [Afide. 


As under check of ſome controuling pow'r. 
What can this mean? Wine may relieve my thoughts, 
And mirth and converſe lift my ſoul again. [Exeunt. 


7 he back Scene draws, and be vos a Banquet. 
Enter Mx DAR, richly dreſs d. 7 


ManpDane. 
It was this day that gave me life; this 4 
Shou'd give much more, ſhou'd give me Memnon too: 
But I. am rival'd by his chains; they claſp 
The hero round (a cold, unkind, embrace!) ; 


And but an earneſt of far worſe to come: 


While he, my ſoul, in dungeon-darkneſs clos'd, 
Breathes damp unwholeſome ſteams, and lives on poi- 
I am compell'd to ſuffer ornaments, (fon, 
To wear the rainbow, and to blaze in gems ; 

To put on all the ſhining guilt of dreſs, 

When 'tis almoſt a crime that I ſtill live: 

Theſe eyes, which can't diſſemble, pouring forth 
The dreadful truth, are honeſt to my heart: 

Theſe robes, O Memnon ! are Mandane's chains, 
And load, and gall, and wring, her bleeding heart. 
1 (Exit Mandane. | 


—_ B US I R I 8, 1 
Enter Mraon, Nicaxox, AULETES) &c. They. take 
| - their places. : 
1 Ni cAxo x. 
5 Sound loudin, Tons, and waft my with to 1 n, 
Hear me, ye righteous gods, and grant my pray'r ; 
For ever ſhine propitious on my daughter: 
Protect her, proſper her; and when Pm dead,. 
Still bleſs me in Mandane's happineſs! 
I. be bowl goes round.  Muji, 
Haſte, call my daughter ; none can taſte of joy 
Till the, the miſtreſs of the feaſt, is with us. 


A ſervant brings Nic x ox à letter: He reads it. 
The king's commands at any hour are welcome. 
(as Myron. 
Not leave us, general ? 
 Nicanos. | 
Ha! the king here writes me, 
The 1 populace, that held, 
O'er midnight bowls, their deſperate cabals, 
Are now in bold defiance to his power : 
Amid the terrors of this ſtormy night, 
Ev'n now they deluge all yon weſtern vale, 
And form a war, impatient for the day: 
The ſpreading poiſon too has caught his troops, 
And the revolting ſoldiers ſtand in arms 
_ Mix'd with ſeditious citizens. 
i _ Myxon. 


Your call i is gent. 


Enter Manpane. Abs flarts ou his feat in in 


.. ._ diſorder. 
Minvane. [4fde. ; LOR” 
O Memmon ! how ſhall become a banquet, . 


Io 
L 
dh 


Fa 


King of Ee vr r. 47 


Suppreſs my ſorrow, and comply with oy. 
Severeſt fate Am deny d to grieve oy 

Nica von. 
Be 9 my child: Il ſoon return, _- 
Why doſt thou make me bluſh ? I feel -my tears 
Run trickling down my cheeks. 


 Mrnon. - L to ul 75 


1 muſt a: 
Her FRET were dreadful, bat her tears are death. 
I can no more: 1 fink beneath her charms, 
And feel a deadly ſickneſs at my heart. 
Ni cox. 
Your cheek i is pale: I dare not let Gan: part: 
You are not well 


5 | 
| | A ſmall AY RY 
I ſoon ſhall throw it from me—Farewell, general; 
ne, Conqueſt attend your arms. 

Ni cAxoR. | 
12 Vou ſhall not leave 

Your ſervant' s roof; 'tis an unwholeſome air, 

And 5 apartment wants a gueſt. 
| Mrs RON. 


Nicanor, + 
If health returns, I ſhall not preſs my couch, 
And hear of diſtant conqueſts ; but o'ertake thee 
And add new terror to the front of war. 
Ni cANoR. 

Mean time, you are a guardian to my child: 
Let her not miſs a father in my abſence : - 
She's all my ſoul holds dear. 

| Born. alma 
Farewel. Fare wel. „„ e on 


- 


If I ſhould fall Thy mother's monument 


Nico waits, on » Myzon off the os and ri return. 


Nennen 


My child, 1 bel a tenderneſs at heart 

I never felt before; Come near, Mandane ; 
Let me gaze on thee; and indulge the iber 8 
Thy dying mother with her clay-cold hand i 
Preſs d mine; then, turning on thee her faint 17 
Let fall a tear of fondneſs, and expir'd— — 

I cannot love thee well enough; her grace 
Softens thy cheek, and lives within thine eye. 
Let me embrace you Both My heart o erflows— 


But I ſhall kill thy tenderneſs No more: 


Nay, do not weep ; I ſhall return again, 
And with my deareſt child fit down in Peace, 


* long S enjoy her goodneſs. 


Manpans, . 

| IK the „ | 

| Regard your daughter 8 e vows, you will. 
c Ni AN OR. | 

Farewel, my only care; my ſoul is with "PP $” 

Regard yourſelf, and you remember me. [Exit 


Enter Ane Ent AULSTES. 


Aron; 


No place can give me eaſe; my reſtleſs hone, 
Like working billows in a troubled ſea, 
Toſſes me to and fro; nor know I whither. 
What am I, who, or where ?—Ha! where indeed! 
But let me pauſe, and aſk myſelf again, 
If I am well awake——1mpetuous bliſ i My 


— 1 « 


Kino: of Eovyr, 


My heart leaps up; my mounting ſpirits blaze; ; 
My f foul i is in a tempeſt of delight! 100 
e / mn et 
My lord, you tremble, and your. eyes being | f 
Strange tumults i in your breaſt. . 115 
| Manon. 1 5 
What hou of night | 
Abrrzs. . | 
My lord, the r „„ 
La 3 : 
I The gates are bart, 
And all the houſhold 3 is compos d to reſt? | 
© AvrerTes. © we 
All: And the great Nicanor's own apartment, 
Proud to receive a royal gueſt, expects vou. 
Myxo W. | 
Perdition on thy ſoul for naming him! 
Nicanor ! O 1 never ſhall fleep more! 
Defend me ! Whither wander'd my bold „ 

Broke looſe from reaſon, how did they run mad! 
And now they are come home all arm'd with ſings, 
| And pierce my bleeding heart 
„l des the gods to diſappoint my crime; 
Yet almoſt wiſh them deaf to my deſire: 

I long, repent ; repent, and long again; 

And every moment differs from the laſt. _ 

I muſt no longer parley with deſtruction: 
Auletes, ſeize me; force me to my chamber; 

There chain me down, and guard me from myſelf: . 
Hell riſes | in each thought; tis time to fly. 1 ns 
Enter ManpanE and RAMESES. | 

Raus ES. 
ua your fears have e giv'n a falſe alarm. 
"IM V’ Man 


* 


4 ? Y 


3 


* 
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; o 
1 NY T1 


F "Manvane. 
You ve heard my „ viſions of tlie 3 "ih 


You know my father's abſence, Myror's paſſion: 


| now I inet him; at my fight he ſtarted ; 
Then with ſuch ardent eyes he wander'd o'er me, 
And gaz d with ſuch malignity of love, . 


0 Sending his foul out to me, in a look 
80 be kind, I trembled, and retired. 


RAMESES. 


No more: my Rien (which, as I have inform'd you, 


The queen to gall the tyrant has ſet free) 


Are lodg'd within your call; tl appointed ſignal, - 
If danger threatens, brings them to your reſcue. 7 


8 MANDANE. 
Where are 1 Fe 
RAMESEs. 


5 in the hall beneath your chamber: a 
 Memnon alone i: is wanting; he's providing FT 
For your eſcape before the morning dawn: 
The reſt in vizors, fearing to be known, 
Have ventur d thro? the ftreets for your protection. 
MaNͥDb Ann.. 
Auſpicious t turn! thed T again am happy. 
 Rameses. 

 Aufplcious turn indeed! and what EW 

The happineſs, the baſe man that betray'd us 
This arm laid low: I watch'd him from the king; 
1 took him warm, while he, with lifted brow, © 
.Confeſsd high thought, and triumph'd'in his mien: 
thank d him with my dagger in his heart. 


* late; refreſh Yourſelf with ſleep, Mee 3 
7 Lait lun 
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EO en ++ x OM 
$0, 'tis reſolw'd, if Myron dares attempt 
So black a crime, it juſtifies the VV 
He dies; and my poor brother's ghoſt ſhall file. 4x 
This way he bends his ſteps: I hate his fight ; 1 
And ſhall till death has made it lovely to me. | Exit. 


Enter Mrzon and Ark rs. 


* 1 
: £14 ot 


' Myzon. © = 
O 5 how this paſſion, . like a obne, 1 we, 
With giddy, rapid motion, round and round, 

I know not where, and draws in all my ſoul i 

J reaſon much; but reafon about her, 

And where ſhe is, all reaſon dies before her; 

And arguments but tell me I am conquer'd,— 
So black the night, as if no ſtar &er ſhone | 
In all the wide expanſe; the light'ning's flaſh - 
But ſhews the darkneſs; and the burſting clouds: 
With peals of thunder ſeem to rock the land: 

Not beaſts of prey dare now from ſhelter roam, 
But howl in dens, and make the foreſt groan, 
What then am I? A monſter, yet more fell, 

Than haunts the wilds ?—Tam, and threaten more: 

My breaſt is darker than this dreadful night, | 
And feels a fiercer tempeſt rage within. 

Imuſt—I will This leads me to her chamber 
Did not the raven croak ? 

| Avxkrzs. | 
I hear hee not. 
Mrzon... 
Dy heay' n, chills e trembles 8 me. 
\wake, ye furies, you are wanting to me 3 
0 O fniſt me in ith O take me whole; 


c - D2 . =. 
; 3 F 
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32 BUSYRIS 
Or gods confirm me good, without e N 
Nor leave me thus at variance with myſelf ;- 
Let me not thus be daſh'd from ſide to fide— © 9 8 
The old man wept at parting, kneel'd before oy” | 
: Confided in me, gave her to my care, 5 
Nor long ſince ſav d my life And doubt I tilt 
Tm guilty of the fact; here let me lie, 
And rather groan for ever in the duſt, 
And float the marble pavement with my tears, 36 | 
Than riſe into a monſter. i [Flings himſelf daun 


Maxpanz, paſſing at a di n ſpeaks to a ſervant 
|  ManpanE. | 
| Well, obſerve me. 5 
Before the riſing ſun my Fre . 
To ſeal out vows; the holy prieſt is with him: 
Watch to receive them at the weſtern gate, 
And prirmely conduct them to my chamber. [Exit 
Myron. [Starting up.] | 
0 torment! -racks! and flames! then ſhe expects him 
With open arms! Am I caſt out for . 
For ever muſt deſpair, unleſs T ſnatch 
Fhe preſent moment? She is all Seperd: 1 
Her wiſhes waking, and her heart on- fire! 
That pow'rful thought ſweeps heav in and hell before i It 
And lays all open to the prince of Egypt; 
Born to enjoy whatever he defires, 
And fling fear, anguiſh, and remorſe, behind him. 
I ſee her midnight drefs, her flowing hair, 3, 


— 


Her flackerfd boſom, her relenting mien, 


All the forbidding forms of day flung off © 


5 | 222 * W Pm all confullon! 1 


1s 


KINO of EG Vr: 53! 
1 ſhiver in each joint.! Ah.!. ſhe was made Ne 5 
To juſtify the. blackeſt crimes, and gild. 
Ruin and death with her deſtructive charms. . 
[AVLBTES../ « 0 
You'l force.her then? 1 
Myron. - | 
Thou villain but to think its 
No; PII ſolicit her wal all my pow'r ;. 
Conqueſt and crowns ſhall ſparkle. i in her fight: 
If ſhe conſent, thy prince is bleſs'd indeed, 
Takes wings, and towers above mortality, 
; lt nne reſiſt, I put an end to pain., 
And lay my breathleſs body, at her feet... 


ManDaNnE, paſſing at a diftance to ber chambie- 


YRON meets ber. 
Ma DAN EE 
Ts ti wel don, N F 
why Im Myzox;. 14 1 
| The? tl | Condemmrme-not* | 
Va Bafore you Mae 8 aua, poſture tell ru, 
Pm not ſo guilty as perhaps your fears; 
Your commendable, modeſt fears, ſuſpect: 
Nay, do got go; you know not what you do; 
I wou'd receive a favour, not conſtrain it; 
Return, or good Nicaner, beſt of fathers 
Shall chaten you with the murder of his friend.. bo 
Manxpans. 
And dare: you thaw. pronounce that facred name, 
And yet perſiſt! Were you his mortal foe, 
What could your malice more? 
17 Myron. ID 
Kr: eee, ogrt NG fair Mentions. 
„„ I know. 
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ad BUS IRIS. 
3 Loow my fault ; I know your virtue too 3. 
But ſuch the violence of my diſorder, _ 


That I dare tempt &en you: Methinks . gur | 
Has ſomething lovely which proclaims your pow'r: — 


But touch me with your hand, I die with bliſs. 
Why ſwells your eye? By heavn, Id rather ſee 
All nature mourn, than you let fall a tear. 
Town Tm mad; but Tam mad of love: 
You can't condemn me more, than Imyſelf; 2 

In that we are agreed; Agree in all. 


Condemn, but piry me; refent, but yieldz 8 1 


IMs O,. 1 dern, 1Irave, 1 die, vith love! 


A yy \ val be 
0 Sir 1 * 0 % ＋ * "3 25 #43 +? 4 
15 . Mrzon. . 


Nay, do not weep ſo; it will kill me: 
| This moment, while I ſpeak, my eyes ate darken'd ;. 3 


I cannot ſee thee ; and my trembling limbs 
_ Refuſe to bear their Weight; all let of life 


Is that I love: If love was in our pow'r, 0 


The fault were mine; ſince not, you me comply. 

How god-like to beſtow more-heav'nly joys. 

T han you can rden and I ſupport, 8 livel 
Ma pants: of etooor ly 

O, how can you dus your ſacred ee 

ey 

To varniſh o'er, and paint, ſo black a crime! 


pt ron — 17 8 

. 9 5 nn „„ oo SHY 

: T What ſays Mandane ? 
 Manpans. 


rticle of heay'n, that foul of © IP 4 P i 


JC Sir, abſerve me: 


111 


2 
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My burſting ſighs, and ever-ſtreaming tears, 

Your noble nature has with pity ſeen; _ 7: 

But would they not work deeper in your ſoul, 
Were you convinc'd my ſorrows flow for you ? 

For you, my lord, they flow; for I am ſafe 

(I know you are ſurpriz/d) : They flow for you; 
Myron, my father's friend, my prince, my gueſi— 
Myron, my guardian god, attempts my 1 

And need I further reaſon for theſe tears? 

Nature affords no object of concern 

So great, as to behold a gen rous mind. 
Driv'n hy a ſudden guſt; and daſh'd on guilt— * 
Tis baſe; you ought not: Tis impracticable: 11.1 
You cannot Make neceſſity your choice; 

Nor let one moment of defeated guilt, 

Of fruitleſs baſeneſs, overthrow the glorx 

Vour whole illuſtrious life has dearly bought, 

In toilſome marches, and in fields of blood. 


Enter Avr TH and Serwants. 


| Aviv. AN 
My lord, your r life s beſet ; the room 3 
Is throng d with ruffians, which but wait the 1 5 1 
To ruſh and ſheath __ daggers in your heart. 
| Myzox. — 
Betrayd Curſt ſorcerety 3 it was a plot, 
Concerted by them all, to take my liſe, 


And this the bait to tempt me to * toil. 
She dier. | 


9 * 2 
4 1 


20 F mt 


Fe 3 8 5 
* No; firſt enjoy, then murder her 
UL and you fill: Are ſafe. 3 1 3386} i 


Traſt tomy eo 
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They all are maſk'd : I have my vizor too; 
But time is ſhort; for once confide in me. 
You, Sir, for —_— uh to your e 3 


{To the Snare 
Von . 1 TR to her e [7e ſervants. 


Speed to the Southern gate, and burſt it open. 
[4s the ſervants ſeize Make, ſhe dc the fgnal. 
| She is borne off. 


Enter RAMESES and . moſt d. 


" Rameses. © | 
The villain fled ? Perdition 1 intercept bim! 
Diſperſe; fly ſeveral ways; let each man dear“ 
A ſteady point, well levell'd at his heart: 
If he eſcapes us now, ſucceſs attend him ; 
May he for ever triumph!!! 
As they poſt ug Page in confuſion, AvLBT TES enters 
6114 nnen tbem. 
he pats Arzrzs. 
Hat Why halt you ! 135 1 
Purſue, purſue; &en now 1 fte the monſter, 
The villain Myron, with theſe'eyes I ſaw him, 
Bearing his'prize ſwift to the e pad _ JP | 
n n 1 bard”: 
6 Nin: 
N purſue. 
Aorerks. e e Pf 


Meer the wally ar 400 all i is aſe : 
Stand here, and with your lives defend hs paſs. | 
Enter Myron. 


F an = 
| IB teſt have te for vengeance on er ! 
. pe 
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Tis done ; 


Pa tant 


EY DO EE yy EE 


* 


I 


"Kew 9 * ä 
and: e Barbarians! 8 

Their ſwords are pointed at my life ! 'Tis well! To 
But I will give them an excuſe for murder; „ 
Such, ſuch, a cauſe Off, love, and ſoft compaſſion 3 $ 
Harden each finew of my heart to ſteel: 
Ill do, what done will ſhock myſelf, od thoſe WE 
Whom time ſets fartheſt from this dreadful hour. 


Enter Manvane, fered'i in by AvULETES,” I 


MAV DANE. 
By all the pow'rs that can revenge a een 5 
I'm innocent a any thoughts of blood. 
My xo. 
Why en * champions here in arms ? 'Tis falſe... | 
MAN DANE. 
Ah! let my life ſuffice you for the wrong 
You charge upon me! O my royal maſter ! 
My ſafety from all ill! my great defender! 
Or did my father but inſult my tears, 
And give me. to your care to fuffer wrong; | 
Kill me, but not your friend, but not my father ; 5 
He loves us both, and my ſevere diftreſs . 
Will ſcarce more deeply wound him than your, guilt. 
[Myron walks paſſionately, at a di * 
ä x Myxon. | 8 
Slaves, are you (worn againſt me? Stop! her voice, 5 
And bear her to my chamber. 
| Manxpane... 
. O Sir! O Myron! 
Behold my COMIN TR I will fi for ever— 
Tl claſp your feet—and grow into the earth 
O cut me, hew me—give to ev'ry limb 


„ 


0 B VU. s 1 R 1 8, 
A ſeparate death- but ſpare my ſpotleſs Vibes — 
But ſpare my fame Vou wound to diſtant 486 2 
Pg thro? all time my memory will bleed. 
 Myrxon. [45 ſervants force-in Mandane. Jin 
Ditra8ion! All the pains of hell are on me! 
 " Manpang. (She is borne off.) 
O Memnon! O my lord !—my life ! where art Won 


a z while Mad; in Hong ment; then ſpeaks. 


|  Myxovw.. . 
As many accidents concur to work £ 
My paſſions up to this unheard of crime, | 
As I the gods deſign'd it—be it then 8 
Their fault, not mine —Memnon ! Said ſhe not 2 
My heart began to ſtagger; but 'tis over— [non? 
1 Heav'n blaſt me, if I thought it poſlible 77 155 155 
Is could be ſtill more curſt That hated dos. 
= Her lord, her life —I thank her for my cure 
Y Of all remorſe and pity; this has left me 
Without a check, and thrown the looſen'd reins. 
On my wild paſſion to run headlong on, 8 
And, in her ruin, quench a double bn. 
The blended rage of rs nat and of love. 
Deſtruction full of trantport ! Lo, I come, 5 
Swift on the wing, to meet my certain doom: 
1 know the danger, and I know the ſhame ; $ - 
But, like our Phcenix, in ſo rich a lame 
I plunge triumphant my devoted head, 
And doat on death i in that een, ed 
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[Myron expreſſes ſudden paſſion and ſurprize : Stand] 
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n? 


Enter MyRon in the utmoſt diſorder, bare - headed, 
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without light, &c. Walks diſturbedly before he ſpeaks. 


_Myxox. " | 
Enceforth let no man truſt the firſt falſe r 
Of guilt; it hangs upon a precipice, 
Whoſe ſteep deſcent in laſt perdition ends. 


How far am I plung d down beyond all thought 
Which I this evening fram'd !—-But be it ſo: 


HQ ++ 


Conſummate horror! guilt beyond a name! 


Dare not, iny ſoul, repent; in thee repentance 
Were ſecond guilt, and thou blaſphem'ſt juſt heav' n 
By hoping mercy. Ah! my pain will ceaſe 
When gods want pow'r to puniſh. —Ha ! the dawn 
Riſe never more, O ſun | let night prevail: 
Eternal darkneſs cloſe the world's wide ſcene, 


And hide me from Nicanor and le oe 
Who's there ! [Enter Auletes. - 
„ J 
My lord? - 
MyRox. | ; yn. , 
1 Auletes A = Fa 
AulExEs, TS 
Sn your life. 


The houſe i is 8 the ſervants all alarm'd ; 


The gilded tapers dane from room to room 


w B U 8 1 R Ty 8 
Solemn confuſion; and a trembling haſte, Foe 
Mixt with pale horror, glares on ev'ry face; 
The ſtrengthen'd foe has ruſh'd upon your guard, 
And cut their paſſage thro* them to the gate; 
- Implacable Rameſes leads them on, 

"ny N and panting for al blood. 

- Myxon. . 
Why, let them come; let in the raging torrent: 
I wiſh the world would riſe in arms againſt me z 
For I muſt die ; and 1 would die in ſtate. 1 


Ti he doors are burſt open: Servants paſs the flage in v tu- 
mult. RAMESESs, c. purſue Myxo Ns guards over the 
e geen rides ESE S and AYPHOCES 0h 1 


\Ranpoes. 
Where 8 the Prince 3 
15 Syynocts. $22 | 
| i The monſter ſtands at ings 
We can no more than ſhut him from eſcape, 
Till 8 force arrive. 
n RAM Es ES. 8 
5 „ O my Opboces : 15 
| py rs 1 15 
This is a grief ; but not for words. 


Does ſhe Hall live? 


RAMESES. 

6 She lives but O how bleſs' 

Are they which are no more! By ſtealth I ſaw bers 
Caſt on the ground in mourning weeds ſhe lies; 
Her torn and looſen'd treſſes ſhade her round; 

Thro' which her face, all pale, as ſhe were dead, 
Gleams like a fickly moon; too great her pie” 

For words or tears ! but ever and anon, oo 

| | 1 


Ki N of Ee vr. 1 
g * 


After a dreadful, ſtill, inſidious, im M 

Collecting alf her breath, long, long, fuppreſed, 

She ſobs her ſoul out in a lengthen'd groan, = 

So ſad, it breaks the heart of all that t hear, 1 

And ſends her maids in agonies away. Tre 

| | Sernocss. + & ad: 

0 es too mournful to be thought on l. W 
Rauzszs. | 


No, let her virgins ah > forbear, ns} ; 
Tear out an eye, but damp not our revenge; 
Diſpatch your letters ; Fll go comfort her. 


A ſervant ſpeaks afide to Rameſes. Exit Syph, 
And has ſhe then, commanded none approach her? 
I'm ſorry for it ; but T cannot blame Her. 
Such is the dreadful ill, that it converts 
All offer'd cure into a new diſeaſ ; ᷑é ꝶU„n 
It ſhuns our love, and comfort gives ber pain. 
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193 LEED rr cn. 3 

| Your father i is lai redundant Wile, 

Broke from its channel, overſwells the paſs,” 

And ſends him back to wait the waters fall. 

RAMESES. 

And is he "09 et I tremble for him. 
I ſee his white head rolling in the duſt: . 
But aer rY it is our duty to receive him. [Exit. 
| Enter Myxox. 12 b 

Mrzon. e nite tt ROE 

feel a pain of which-I am not worthy ; 3 

A pain, an anguiffi, which the honeſt man 
4 ; | Alone 
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| Confulion herd]. ASS 
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3 3 NicaxoR. 


Before thou cam fl, n my though ts were bent * thee. 


To which I'm ſubject, ſtruck acroſs * bert: 
Tis paſt ; Fm well again. re Moore its 


. . | 


Dot thou then wiſh it? 


. 7  Nrcanon.. Dogs 
; 5 | | Am I then difiryted? | 
A : e | Then 


8 I R I 8. 


Alone 8 it not wondrous firange, 17 
That I, who ſtabb'd the very heart of nature, 
Should have ſurviving ought of man about me? 
And yet, I know not how, of gratitude 

And friendſhip ſtill the ſtubborn ſparks ſurvive ; 
And poor Nicanor's torments, pierce my ſoul. 


Enter Nicanos. | 

Nicanon. altar to embrace My RON. . 
. My prince - 
Mynon., . More afide, and biding his FR 6 
e . friend— 


I interrupt you, Sir: 
Myxox, [Smiting bir Erith > i 
Is had thee there: : 


VNIcANOR. 

O Sir, you are too . 
5 Myxov. [Aſde.] | 

Death! tortures! a | 


nf Fee 8 3} 1419 
What oo my y prince? [ox #4 Eno 
41 $45 „ien. a 
A ſudden pain, 


Ws os] ee | 
1 Heav n guard ee 70 


Mr kon. 


"Kt * G of EGW r. 63 2H 


Then, when T fund your life, L did-the leaſt 


I Cer wou'd do & to o ſerve. W 1 
. 855 161 0 IP 15 . 
r eee = 


What 1 I Boch my prince? which way y offended? 
Has not . Ds FO ſoul, Deen oO 
E en. 1 p25 THT. 
Ni: CANOR:/ [Takes bim by wi PRO 
By heav'n, Tm wrong d: ſpeak, and Pll clear beet 
— Fit MyROW . 
I'm poiſon . deſtruction; curſe thy n 1 tia: 765008 
P11 kill thee in 3 my brain! KE 
Awaya e "__ [Sho ves Se rb bm ging | 
5 x "deco e 85 
Do, kill me, einde 
' You ſhall not 851 Ido demand the cauſe, 
Which has put forth thy hand againſt thy father ! 
For, thus provok' d, I'll do myfelf the juſtice, 
To tell thee, youth, that I deſerve that name: 
Nor have wi en lov'd thee more than „ 
; Myron. 
[ hai hn; ; they are on me—Looſe thy hold, 
Or 1 will 1 my dagger in thy breaſt. 
VNIcAN OR. 
Your cagger s needleſs! O ungrateful boy! 
| - Myron. [Embrace.] 10 
Forgive f me, Faber O my ſoul bleeds for thee „ 
[4s be is going out, OR meets bim, * ſeas . 
Him aſide.] + 200 R093 907 8: 
What, no eſcape? o on ey "ry ſide inclogd R. 
Then I reſolve 10 n by his hand ; 


62 U $I: R 1 8, TN: 
Alone 8 it a wondrous range, 55 
That I, who ſtabb'd the very heart of nature, 
Should have ſurviving ought. of man about me 2 1 
And yet, I know not how, of gratitude Fe 
And friendſhip ſtill the ſtubborn ſparks ſurvive ; 
And poor Nicanor's torments pierce my ſoul. 
wann he's return d- berge 
Enter Nicanos. 89 5 
Nicanen. [Advancing to embrace My RON. ] 
MM prince— — 
Mrzon. : 1. urning of ide, and biding bis FI T- 
| Ms wan © FE r friend 
„„ 15 Ni caxoR. 
1 interrupt you, Sir... 
Mrxon,;. [Smiting 375 zac, 5 
Ik had thee there : 5 
Before thou cam'ſt, my thoughts were bent upon thee 
Nicanos. 
O'Sir, you are too kind! _ 
9 5 Myxon. LAſde.] 
Death! tortures! ell L 


7771 Nueenes. . 
What 8 8 my prince Per rump 
5175 7 9 ih : 
A ſudden pain, 
To which I'm ſubject, ſtruck acroſs my heart: 
Tis Pall; Pm well again. 
ene 
n HUeav'n guard your: health! 4 
| Mx non. ” 
Doſt thou then x wiſh it 
Ep anda; Wt. 
Re T3 eat 2-21.95 Md * diftryſted? - 


. 7 | | | Then 


/ 6 


What han I te my prince? e way offended? 
Has not 1 PER 1 ſoul, Nees re 


' You ſhall not go; I do demand the cauſe, 


For, thus provok'd, I'll do myſelf the juſtice, 
To tell thee, youth, that I deſerve that name 1 A. 


| Your dagger s needleſs! O ungrateful __ HKS 6 


Fools me, F ather ! O my ſoul bleeds 45 thies 55 


What, no eſcape? '0 on ey 1 ſide inclogd N. 
Then I reſolve 10 periſn by his haanldd 


1 . r . * 1 7 * 
N x 128 ö 7 
- CES 4 n 
; ; Eon 
» 8 * 
4 


1 1 0100 E OY r. bez 
Then, when I ſav' d your lite, * did the leaſt 55 
I Cer W ſerve you. me 
; Myon. 1 042: 
6 3 man! 11 


r eee, 


; | een 1 ee 3 8 
Sd For tan hah Hg Oh -O l 
Nr, CANO R. [Taker bin by the band] 
By heav'n, Pm wrong! d; ſpeak, and PII clear n 


R MYR. 


Pm polſes and difiattins curſe thy gods; gs be 


Pl kill thee in PIN Pen my brain! 1 
Away, rer _ AO e = gung, | 
bus © Ni CANOR. 
Do, kill-me, prince 


Which has put forth thy hand againſt thy father! ! 


Nor have ws prongs lov'd thee more than x: 
Myxon. . 
[ hear hem: ; hep are on me—Looſe thy hold, "4 
Or I will plant my dagger in thy breaſt. 
NI CAN OR. 


- Myxon. ¶ Zabrace ] 


[4s be is going out, OOF» aneets bim, and ſal . 
him aſide.]! % OCT | 


Tis 


URS BUSIRILS 


Tis jag I mond, and micaner death I ſcorn: 


But how to work him to my fate, to ſting 
His paſſion up ſo high, will be a taſk. 


To me ſevere; as difficult as ſtrange. | 
| pore ns e heart; it muſt be done. . 


NI CAN OR. 


; Now, Son my very ſoul, I cannot Wan 5 


But tis enchantment all; for things ſo a 
Have happen d, I might well diſtruſt my ſenſe: 
But, if mine eyes are true, I plainly read 
A heart in anguiſh; and, I muſt confeſs, 
Your grief is juſt—lIt was inhuman in you 
But tell the cauſe; unravel, from the bottom, 
The myſtery that has embroilꝰd our loves 
For ſtill, my prince, I love, ſince you . * 
What accident depriv'd me _ friend, 0 
Aae, _ to e a b | : 
Nabe EE ee 6) TRIP 1-C- 
£59: A traitor's acht! s 
70 14s | Nrcaxon, wy 750 
Benenth en rol? NN to, e 2 
| Mravn, Be 405 PE! 
| Beneath thy very helmet: 
Thou art a traitor. Guard thyſelf. | [Drs 
| » Nxcanos. 


5 1 — 


„ Dittracion! 
Traitor for landing by your father's throne; 
And ſtemming the wild ſtream, that roars a it, 
Of rebel ſubjeQs, and of foreign foes? 


8 training thee to glory and to war?; 
For taking thee from out thy mother's arms 


A mortal . and rn in wy foul + wii? 


The noble ardors of a future god? - | - 1 9 
Farewell; 1 dare not truſt my temper more. 5 


Myron. 
Grey-headed, venerable, traitor! 


Enter RAMESEs, 5 


2 Rsbazszs. | 
; Ha! 
Turn, turn, W and repreſs thy taunts "A 
All provocation's needleſs, but thy ſight, y 
{He aſſaults the prince: Nicanor binders b. 
Eh Nicanos, 
Forbear, my ſon. | 


8 1 
Fotrbear? 97 1 
Ni cAxoR. 21 5 
| e am calm, e 
Your rage bold ceaſe . | FO ee HA 
Rameses. f 
No; 'tis my own revenge; | 
Unleſs, Sir, you diſown me for your ſon. | = 
NI cAN OR. ee 
I bond ne thy prince ? 
5 ene 
e A villain! 5 rites” 
| Nreanos, FL OY its . 
Hold! 
\ RamesEs. 
The work of ei! | 
Nexon. e 
ie to mücf. 
RAM ESE. 


. 


1\ 


O father ſ— _ 
ET. 


- * vs 1 R I . 


| NM CANOR. + 
What would thou ? FF 
RaMESES. 

Sir, your daughter 
NI CANOR,.. | 

» Rightly chought 3 
She beſt can comfort me in all my ſorrow : 
Call, call Mandane To behold my child 

Wou'd chear me in the agonies of death: 

Call her, Rameſer—Am I diſobey d? 


‚ 


„ RA Es ES. 8 
VVV reer of] 
N R 
What mean thoſe tranſports of concern? 
RAMESES. : 


The I'm an outcaſt from your love, I * 

To * your black ſcene of miſer . 

: Ni cAN OR. 

Where will this end ?—O my foreboding heart! 25 
Rameszs. 

Should he, to han, as to a god, at tes, 1 

Vou gave, with ſtreaming eyes, your ſoul's delight, 

While yet your laſt embrace was warm about him, 

Sloomy and dreadful as this ſtormy night. : 

| Ruſh on your child, your comfort, your Mandane, 

All ſweet and lovely as the bluſhing morn, 

Seize her by force, now trembling, breathleſs, pale, 

Proſtrate in anguiſh, tearing up the earth, 

lmploring, ſhrieking, to the gods and vou — ; 

0 mood my brain ee rare and think the reſt. 


* 8 -" 
1 5 * 


= 8 


Ki1N oof 'Eover,.' 6-- 


The Jah ſeent opens. 4 24 chamber, a be and. 
the curtains drawn. Women paſs out, weeping, Kc. 
Nicanor Falls back on Rameſes. 


: | Ntcanon, 
Is't poſlible my child ! my only daughter?! | 
The growth of my own life! that ſweeten'd age _ 
And pain !—O n nature bleeds within me! =” 


„„ _ Manpanz, 1 
Weep not, my virgins ; ceaſe your uſclefs tears ; TARA 
Kindneſs is thrown away upon deſpair, © 
And but provokes the forrow it wou'd eaſe. 
| Nicanos. 

Aſſiſt me e forwards, 4 | 
Mu WDANE: RE 
T% W e Moſt unwelcome news l vt; ag 
Ts he 0 7 The gods ſupport my Was A 
[ nor begin to. wiſh he lov'd me. leſs.  - LO» 
 Nicaxos. 3 be & 
There, thers, the pierc'd the very rene ſt nerve: 8. . 
She pities me, dear babe; ſhe pities me: | 
Through all the raging tortures of her ſoul, 


She feels my pain ! But hold, my beart, to thank her 3 | 


Then burſt at once, and let the pangs of death 

Put Myron from my thought. [I [Goes to her. 
| Mensing e 459 $63 SEGA 

 Severeſt fate AE 


Pg 


- 


Has done its eee drawn my father" 8 tears. 5 


4 


NI CAN OR. 

x Forboke' to | cath me by that tender' nal 1 = 
Since I can't help thee, I wou'd fan forget © 

Thou art a part of me It only ſharpens 


Thoſe pangs, wn if a a 1 ſhould feel.— — 
0 


% 


5 0 ſpare me, my Moons To behold thee 


Utter extinction, and eternal night. 
As — of . Tp 


And indulge my joy 


In all the juſt extravagance and flight 10 
Of boundleſs tranſport on this. happy ure wr 01 


| od Cal 
TY Tun, 


In ſuch exceſs of ſorrow, quite deſtroys me, 
And 1 ſhall die, and leave thee, unreveng d. 
8  Manvan 5 

O Sir! there are misfortunes moſt ſevere, _ IG 
Which yet can bear the light; and, well ſuſtain'd, 
Adorn the ſufferer.— But this affliction 

Has made deſpair a virtue, and demands 


(scene ſouts on them, 


Enter e 


RAMESEs. 
O my Opboces. i 


Gre CES- 


And FA this move you? does this melt you down; 
And pour you out in ſorrow ? Then fly far, 


Ere Memnon comes ; he-comes with — 


And beating heart, to bear a bride away, | 
And viels his fate: How dreadfully rd Ph 


RAMESEZS. 


The melancholy ſcene at length begins. : 


| 5 Enter Meunon. 


|  _ - Memnon. 
0 8 me ove to yield to. nature, . 


My friend l my brother l 0 the Wan 


hat fires my veins, and. dances at my hear! 


You love me not, if you: refuſe to join 


Where i is my ſoul, my bliſs, my _ bride.! 


* . 


Kin of rel WE: 


Call, call ber-forth: O haſte; the prick e oh, 
And ev'ry ee is a crime to love. | 
Rameses. | [To Syphoces . 
* to kia r' e „ ho: nn d5, Brgy 
| Srruoces. 1 
By heav'n, I cannot. 
| Munzoy. 1 ro 
What can this enn? Is e at 8 9 8 Ts 
"Ranges. sf.» e 
Sp boces. | 
| Syrnoces.. 
Nay; Rameſes. 
Mx MNON. | 
'By all 3 gods, they ſtruggle with. hate en 
And ſwallow down their tears to hide them from me : : 
By friendſhip's ſacred name, I charge you, ſpeak, 
[They look on him with the utmoſt concern, and g 
out on different fides of the flage. 
Was ever man thus left to dreadful thought, 
And all the horrors of a black ſurmiſe ! 1 
What woe is this too big to be expreſs'd ? + NF 
O my fad heart! Why bod'ſt thou fo ſeverely? 
Mandane's life's in danger ! There, indeed; 
Fortune, I fear thee {till ; her beauties arm thee z 
Her virtues make thee dreadful to my thought: 
But for my love, how I could laugh at fate! 


Enter a fervant, and. ves him a paper, He read. 


Enter Reuzsks, | Murer bene, an falls; on 
anten 11% 1%. 


3 
,* ? 
11 


Rawes SES. 
Tees happy i if hi ſoul wou'd ne'er return: 


» 
The f 
* 
» 


„ 6 1 1 8. ; 
: O ſpare me, my Mandane To behold thee 


In ſuch exceſs of ſorrow, quite deſtroys me, 
And 1 mall die, and leave thee, e 


 Manvan E. 
O Sir! there are misfortunes moſt ſevere, 1 
Which yet can bear the light, and, well ſuſtain'd, 
Adorn the ſufferer.— But this affliction | 
Has made deſpair a virtue, and demands. 
Otter extinction, and 1 8 night, - 
As * of e FS | [Scene Rute on n them. 


Enter seno es. 70 
ha” SES. 


O my Opboces. 5 
reh CES- 
And del this move you? does this melt you down; 
And pour you out in ſorrow ? Then fly far, . 
| Ere Memnon comes; he comes with Authing check, 
And beating heart, to bear a bride away, 
And bleſs his fate : How dreadfully ord 3 
| Ramnesss. 


The melancholy ſcene at length begins. E 


Enter MzeMnon. 


+ ogg Menno. bang ohh 

| 0 * motkave to yield to nature, 
And indulge my joy—— - 

My friend l my brother! O A cla 8 
That fires my veins, and. dances at my hear 15 
You love me not, if you refuſe to join E036 
In all the juſt extravagance and flight enn 
| Of boundleſs tranſport on this. happy hours: OS. 
| Where. is my ſoul, my bliſs, my lovely bride! 


81 


* 


9 
NE: 
I; 


J, 


But for my love, how I could ed at fate! 


Enter Reusks. e lues. an gal. on 


KINO X Ko vii 6g 
Call, call ber. on: O haſte; eee 26” 


And ev'ry moment ĩs a crime to love. bb 


RAMESES. [To ew} - 
Speak to him N ythee ſpeak. bar 2 1 
© Syruoces. 


By Ka 'n, I eum 
Maxon: 


What can this wean? HOPE . t 


Rauzs gs. „ e 
Hy boces. | 
| Syrnocts. | 
Nay ; 3 
MzNHfN oN. e 
By all x KT they ſtruggle with their en Tl 
And ſwallow down their tears to hide them from me : : 
By friendſhip's ſacred name, I charge you, ſpeak, 
[They look on bin with the utmoſt concern, and g9 
out on different des of the ſtage. 1 05 
Was ever man thus left to dreadful thought, | 
And all the horrors of a black ſurmiſe ! „ 
What woe is this too big to be expreſs df 
O my fad heart! Why bod'ſt thou fo ſeverely? oF 
Mandane's life's in danger! There, indeed; | 
Fortune, I fear thee ſtill ; her beauties arm thee s 'F 
Her virtues make thee dreadful to my thought: 


Enter a ſervant, and. gives him a paper. He reads. 


3: . 


onna 123-30 
| N NAMEsks. HENS e 
"Two eve if if his ſoul wou'd ne'er return: 


* 
f 5 
The 
* 


10 3 USTR 15s, 

The es may- ſtill be merciful in 4 85 0 

His 11. m_ to riſe—How fares ey iend? © 
MeMNo W. 


Did dren feel my pangs, you'd 115 him. 


Enter SYPHOCES. 


NC OYPHOCES. | 
F ainting beneath th' oppreſſion of her iet, 
This way Mandane ſeeks the freſher air: 
Let us withdraw; *twill pain her to be ſeen, 
And moſt of all by you. 8 
Me MNON. 
Gann 7 own heart, 
I judge, and am convinc'd.—T dare not ſee her: . 
The fight wou d ſtrike me dead — © 
[4s Memnon is going, Mandane meets him: Both 
art back : She ſbrieſs. Memnon recovers hin- 
elf, and falls at her knees, embracing them: She 
tries to diſengage : He not permitting, he raiſes 
bim: He takes her paſſionately, in his arms: They 
continue e ſpeechleſs and motionleſs 2 . time. 


1 Raus zEsS.J[ͥᷣ 
| Was ever err interview like this? 


See how they writhe with anguiſh ! hear them groan! 
... See the large filent dew run trickling down, | 
As from the weeping marble ; paſſion choaks _ 
Their e and they're the ſtatues of W 8 f. 
| | Memon. ; 


fn tad fed us fe „ .,%Y , TY, 7 hw , yy of 


| 0 my 8 ! 
oh A A. this ſhe wiolently break, frim him: ind exit 
41.6 But one moment more. 

A. Memnon is VO Rameſes bolds bim J | 


i Brother— . N "ow 


a 22 


it, 


My heart is —_ 


1 * c of Boyer. . 
| | Memon. 1 | 
Forgive me. — ; 
| Ranipses. by 
| You're to blame. — 


Manon, e We Ber. bo 
188 there. | ; 


+034 <5 


Rawesxs. | 
With revenge? 


Menno. 


3 Lore. 
Rameses. bes 18 
n 1 8 i 

ST Mano. T | | 
One dear embrace; twill edge my bord. 

„ Suyrnoe s. 
No, A ; if our {words now want an only | 
They'll want for ever ; to this ſpot I charm thee, 
By the dread words, Revenge and Liberty ! 
This is the crifis of our fates ; this moment 
The guardian gods of Egypt hover o'er us; 
They watch to ſee us act like prudent men, 
And out of ills. extract our MESS... 
My friends, theſe dire calamities, like poiſon, 
May have their wholeſome uſe : This ſad occaſion, 
If manag d artfully, revives our hopes; 
It gives Nicanor to our ſinking faction 3 
And till the rank: {© Os EEO». F N 
| RamgsEs. RS 


| #5 


My facher comes Ar : a T 
Or ft == moment, or deſpair for ever 
While paſſions glow, the heart, like heated ſteel, 


Takes each impreſſion, and is work'd at n 
Enter 


Wi * us TRI 8. 


Oi Enter Nicawos. 1 


Ni CANOR. 


Why have the gods choſe out my weakeſt hours 


* 


To ſet their terrors in array againſt me? 
This wou 'd beat down the vigour of my i, | 
Much more grey hairs, and life worn down fo low. 
Vain man! to be ſo fond of breathing long, 
And ſpinning out a thread of miſery : : 
The longer life, the greater choice of evil; 
© The happieſt man is but a wretched thing, 
That ſteals poor comfort from compariſon; 
What then am I? Here will I fit me down, 
Brood o'er my cares, and think myſelf to death. 
Draw near, Rameſes; I was raſh erewhile, | 
And chid thee without cauſe den many years 
Have I __ n in ee * ; 
5 Nause 

| n Full threeſcore years 
Have chang d the ſeafons o'er your creſted row; 
And ſeen PO fauchion dy d in hoſtile OR.” 

NicawoR 
How many rriumpha fince the king has dera * 
RAMESES. 
* They Amber juſt your battles, one for one. 
\.- Nicanos. 
"True; 1 have follow'd the rough trade of war 
With ſome ſucceſs, and can, without a bluſh, 

Review the ſhaken fort, and fanguine plain. 
I have thought pain a pleaſure, thirſt and toil | 
Bleſt objects of ambition. I remember 
- (wor do wo Toes e that N day) 


— 4 


Fs » * * We 9 * ee 8 * n 9 88 7 ot 
* 
x 
* 
8 q 

\ 5 Y [ | 
x < « ; | 7 
; de * 1 I | , | 
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SES 2 , ; 4 
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When the barb'd arrow from my gaping thigh 

Was wrench'd with labour, I diſdain'd to groan, + 

Becauſe I ſufferd for. Buſiris ſake. | ©: 

RAM sESs. „ 6 2 

The king i is not to blame. „„ : 
Nica vox. 


Is not the prince is Gon? 


| Ranuses. 


But in himſelf: 
Nicanos. [ Rifeng in paſſion. ] EIS | 
| And has he loſt his evilt, þ 
Cauſe 10 "oY injur'd me? Erewhile thy blood _ 
Was kindled at his name Did'ſt Thou not tell me +3 
A ſhameful black deſign on poor Amelia ? : „ 
O Memnon ! what a glorious race is this, 
To make the gods a party in our cauſe, 
- And draw down bleſſings on us 
Memon. mn 

55 He that 8 them "= 

to ſuch black: crimes, is ſharer of their guilt. 4 

_. _  Nircawos. | 
Point out the man, and, with theſe witherd hands, | 
I'd fly upon his throat, tho? he were lodg'd | 
Within the circle of Bufirir arms. 
 Rameses. 

He that prevents it not when in his power, cob 
Supports them in their courſe of —_ Bult: ; 
And you are He. FE; 


Ni ca No. 
Foie "Tho rav ſt. 
syruoers, oY 5 
8 2 
Pre see every chief; but wave your finger, 
ben 


* 


N II. 1300 | Thouſands 


5 ro: you {Amelie lifts ber hands for ae. 


. B VU 8 1 * A 8. 
Thouſandb fall off the tyrant's ſide, and leave him 
Naked of help, and open to deſtructioon 


But ſweep his minions, cut a padder's throat, 
'Or lop a ſycophant, the work is done. 


N1canos. [Starting. ] | 


What wou'd you have me do ? 


MzMnon. 


Leet not your heart 
Fly off from your own thought; be truly great; 


Reſent your country's ſufferings as your own: 
A generous ſoul is not confin'd at home, 
But ſpreads itſelf abroad o'er all the public, 
And feels for every member of the land. 
What have we ſeen for twenty rolling years, 


But one long tract of blood! or, what is worſe, \ 


Throng'd dungeons pouring forth perpetual groans; 
And free-born men oppreſs'd !- [Shall half mankind 


Be doom'd to curſe the moment of their birth * 
Shall all the mother's fondnefs be employ'd 


To rear them up to bondage; give them firength., 


To bear Web and ſupport their chains? | 

" Sypnoces.. gr neeling. « i 
To you the e youth mu humbly esd. 
And beg that nature's gifts, the vigorous nerve, 
And graceful port deſign d to bleſs the world, 
And take your great example in the field, 
May not be forc'd by,lewdneſz/in high place, 
To other toils, to labour for diſeaſe, 


Too wither in a loath'd embrace, and die 


At ebe, Fer diſtance from the foe. 
1 RAM ESA. [Kneeling.] - 


— 


pr 


King of Eur. 5 75 


MzMxOR. [Burfling in into tears. 1 

0 you To your 9 
' "331 Ahern - | * 
By heav” n, he cannot ſpeak. —I On thes: : 
Riſe—Riſe—my ſon : Riſe all; your work is done; 
hey periſh all; theſe creatures of my ſword. 
Have I not ſeen whole armies vaulted o'er. 
ith flying jav'lins,: which ſhut out the day, 
And fell in rattling ſtorms at my command, 
o ſlay, and bury, proud Buſiris foe ? 
He lives and reigns ; for I have been his friend! 
But Ill unmake him, and plough up the ground 
here his N Pee ſtands; : [Exit. 
_ Memnon.. 1 
O my Mandane 10 

The BY: by dreadful means beſtow ſucceſs, 
And in their vengeance moſt ſeverely bleſs: 
From thy bright ſtreaming eyes our triumphs flow, 
The tyrant falls, Mandane ſtrikes the blow : 
80 the fair moon, when ſeas ſwell high, and pour 
A waſteful deluge on the trembling ſhore, 5 
Inſpires the tumult from her clouded throne, 
Where ſilent, penſive, pale, ſhe ſits alone, 
And all . m ruin i is her own. | 


rt 


83 


_ + Whoſe pains and art reform'd the puzzled year, 


And making him their ſervant? Who puſh'd off 


„% 10 1 14 


* ha. $: y a 
; T WV - 1 2 
3 . L FRE 
- - . £ « 2 . g 7 L a4 Ss 2 * » a * 2 
Ek : a Fane 6 oY 20 , 1 FO 
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SCENE, The fn 
Enter Busixis . Es. An alarm at a diſtance. 


Bus 18. 


Waben A's voice of war! Tho' loud the va. 
0 It faintly fpeaks the language of my heart; 
It whiſpers what I mean. But ſay, Auletes, q 


- What urge theſe forlorn rebels i in excuſe 
: For . ruin! # | 


 Avierves.. | 
| | Various their e ka: 2 
El But forks are loud, that while your heavy band 
Preſſes whole millions with inceſſant toil _ 
(Toils fitter far for beaſts than human creatures) 
In building wonders for the world to gaze at, 
Weeds * their food, their cup the muddy Mile. 
a Bosinrs. | 

Do they not build for me? Let that reward them. 
Yes, I will build more wonders to be gaz'd at, 
And temper all my cement with their blood. 


Thus drawing down the ſun to human uſe, 


With mountain dams the broad redundant Nite, - 
Deſcended from the moon, and bid it wander 


A ſtranger fiream i in unaccufiom'd 1 2 | 0 


E 


| KinG of EY. 77 
Who from the Ganges to the Danube a5 T0 "= 
But virtues are forgot Away To arms? 
] call to mind my glorious anceſtryj, 
Which, for ten thouſand rolling years renown'd, 
Shines up into eternity itſelf, 


And ends Among the. gods. 1111 OY alarum. 
ö Enter MEMNoN. | 
\  AvLeves. - | 
ij: be rebel CS. us. 
Boarns:- 


Hold 3 let our weapons thirſt one moment longer ; 3 
And death ſtand ſtill; tis he receives my mg" — 


Whom meet I in the midſt of my own realm 1 
Wich bold defiance on his brow?. 
Mzuxox. 


The llave, 
Whom dread Bu ſiris lately laid i in chains ; 5 
An emblem of his country. 
Bus inis. 
| 12175 ib : 
z You ch my royal bounty? | 
_ 1 | 
"Thus 3 you . the good Artaxes ; 3 


Thus you thank d my father. 
Bus IRIS. 


What I have done, conclude moſt hes and My. 
For I have done it ; and the gods.alone | 
Shall aſk me why: Thou liv'ft, altho' they fell ; 
And, if they fell unjuſtly, greater thanks 5 
Are due from Thee, whom een injuſtice ſpar'd. | 
| Mewmnon., 
Thy kindneſſes are wrongs ; they mean to 4 
My injur d foul, and ſteal it from ene, 


1.31 wear a dindem, | 


” 1 


Thuy men are rarely ſprinkled oer the field, 


All thy blood;thirky ſword has laid in duſt 


And 1 well paid that grati itude I owe. [Exeunt. 


an * 8 1 R 18% 


os 


* 


8 3 en 8. "vp * Ke ” 3 & 333 
1 SY thine ayes behold thy evops are thin, 05 


And yet thou carrieſt millions on thy anne 
MEmnon.. Z 


Are on my fide ; they come in bloody 3 

And throng my banners: Thy unequal'd crimes 

* winds thee weak; 'and rob my victory. — 
„„ eee . : 
. 

Nay, ſtamp not, tyrant; I can ſtamp as + loud, 


And raiſe as many dæmons at the 1 oy 


\ Bus1nts. | 


' Memnon. 
And Ia ſword, 
Bus IAIS. 
Yet, yet TIN I give thee life. 5 

1 55 Menon. V 
A your own: 

No r more, Bufrris ; ; bid the ſun farewell. beck! 
„„ 697 wn 

Bufiris and the ſun ſhould ſet together: 
If this day's angry gods ordain my fate, 
Know thou, I fall like ſome vaſt pyramid ; 
I bury thouſands in my great deſtruQion, 


© SP © 4 


And thou the firſt. —Slaye ! in the front of "arte ty 


There thou ſhalt find me. 
on Memnon. 
%%% 8 ſhalt end me there, 


A 


Kano ff Beyer 99s 


4 continual alar um. 


knie, Mer nie and Nrcavon, meeting. 1 


NI cAN OR. 
Does not mine eye ſtrike horror . thy 1 
And ſhake the weapon from thy trembling WA 

Baſe boy! the foulneſs of thy guilt ſecures thee; . 
From my reproach ; I dare not name thy crime. 

Myron. 
Old man, didſt thou ſtand up in thy own 0 
I then ſhould be afraid of fourſcore years, 
And tremble at gray hairs ; but ſince thy frenzy 
Has lent thoſe venerable locks: to caſt | 
A gloſs of virtue on the blackeſt crime, 
Accurſt rebellion ! this gives back my heart, 
| With all its rage, and I'm a man again. 
| VVV 
Come on, and uſe that force in arms 1 taught thee ; , 
PlI now reſume the life I gave ſo late. 
| Myron. 
I grieve thou haſt but half a life to loſe, 
And doſt defraud my vengeance—At my touch, 
Thou moulder'ſt into duſt, and art forgotten: 
[Preparing to fight, Myron flops ort. x; 

Ah, no! 2 fight with thee; begone, 
And ſhake elſewhere ; thou canſt not want a death 
In ſuch a field, though I refuſe it to thee ; 
| Rameſes, Memnon, give them to my ſword, 

Suſtain'd by thouſands; but to fly from ee 5 
From thee, moſt injur'd man, ſhall be my praiſe, 
And hs above the conqueſt of my foes. „ 
E 4 ED. 


n BUSIRIS, 


. 


Tis not old age, th' avenging gods e thee! 


He retires ere Nicanor off the * A loud alarum. — | 


Enter Bus1z1s a7 AvLzrzs, in purſuit. 


BusiRIs. 

Tis x well; I like this madneſs of the field; 
Let heighten'd horrors, and a waſte of death, 

Inform the world, Bufiris is in arms: | 
But then I grudge the glory of my ſword = 

To ſlaves and rebels; while they die by me, 
They cheat my vengeance, and ſurvive in fame. 

) 

I panted after in the paths of death, 
And cou'd not but from far behold your hs 


-  Oferſhadow ſlaughter heaps, while your bright beim 


_ Struck a diſtinguiſh'd terror through the field, 
- Thediſtant TE trembling as it blaz'd. | 
Bus1Ris. 
| Think 500 a crown alone lights up my name; 
My hand is deep in fight. Forbid it, %s / 
That whilſt Bufiris treads the ſanguine field, 
The foremoſt ſpirit of his hoſt ſhou'd conquer 
But by example, and beneath the ſhade, 
Of this high brandiſh'd arm. Didſt thou cer fear? 
Sure *tis an art; I know not how to fear; 
Tis one of the few things beyond my power; 
And if death muſt be fear'd before tis felt, 
Thuy maſter is immortal. O Auletes ——— 


But while I ſpeak, they live! 


Where fall the ſounding cataracts of Nile, 


The mountains tremble, and the waters boil; 
e M0 Like 


2 


Po * 93 * * | 
n erer LIVE - 1 * — x a * 

* A 9 P , 
. . \ a 9 2 : a PP 4 Hans 


run N 


| Like them, Pl ruſh ; like them, my fury pour ; * | 
| Aniglrachefumayordonewopder more. n, . 


Kina of. EGV r. 9 


PR: 2 aged — e His ! is ; ſmit- 


ten of - drives we de, and re returns. 


Mrs RON. 
When deeds ſo near, but dares not venture on us, 
'Tis heaven's regard, a kind of ſalutation, 
Which to ourſelyes our own importance ſhews : 
Faint as I am, and almoſt fick of blood, 
There is one-cordial would revive me-ſtill;; 


The fight of Mem non 3: Place Wen — me. 
Oo" 


” 


. Enter 8 Ser! 0” 
e Manne e cw af nes 
Where, e the prince?” O give 7 55 to my ſword! 
His tall white plume, which, like a high-wrought foam, 
Floated on the tempeſtuous ſtream of fight, 
Shew'd where he ſwept the field; I follow'd ſwift, 
But een, tors? d hints into air 


5 (kater Myron 
The Fight b but now r begins! 
| 1 17 | 
5 Why, 8 art _ 3 


| |  Memnon. 1 85 2 EE 
Prince, 15 am 14 i 
Myzov.. ; (Difdeinfull. 4 


Memnon ; 
Mzuxon. 
No— Im Mandan. SORE 
Mrzon.. 1 
i Ha! = 
Es Fe | Mau- 


2 Jad — E enn > > 1 as 9 N — 14 99 A N * C be, 5 * a N 2 5 * 5 A "I. 8 <5 S 
2 1 a 9 8 * "RAY * * 3 "I? * Wee RR „Wem 8 * * 
6 n 9 c LIES * err 9 ä — my R N . A N a4 * 
r * r 8 9 % ad 4"; F SET 8 1 RG N 
= 8 iT 5 - J . : ” [1 * . $ | 


Th. * B v s IRI 8. 


MEemnon. [Striking bis e Beal au breaf. = : 
bhe's here, ſhe's here, ſhe's all: Her wrong and virtues 
Virtues and e Thou worſe than Ore | F 
Mrnox, SY n 
I ove thee: name > het not; forbear the croak 
With that il|-omen'd note. 
. Manon. as re: rat 8 
$25 Aandane, T1. pork 94 þ 
2 * Dom Jie nter, 5 40 £2 lig 
5 I Be it e 
When reflect b 1 for ile, 4 et 
{10 rome my life, my pain is leſs; 1 
Memnon. | 
?Tis falſe ; ſhe meant, ſhe knew it not; "ER 
1 35 only be, was conte of * 4 1 7 
| | Mynon. SI. 
| Then I'm a wretch indeed! ig nig 
| 3 "Monnon.” 537299 25 4 * 
ene e As ſuch III ke : 
Pl cruſh thee like forke be on the earth; 
Then haſte and cleanſe me in the blood er 
Mrs me von 240 37 
1 thank thee for this ſpirit which exalts 25 
Into a foe, I need not bluſh to meet: 
Now, from my ſoul, it joys me thou art found ; hs + 
And found alive: By heav'n, ſo much J hate thee, © 
I fear'd that thou waſt dead, and hadſt efcap'd me; 
In drench my ſword in thy deteſted blood, 
Or ſoon make thee immortal by my own. 
mmm: 
| | Meds ON, 


Fa 


—— 


Myron 


Kefer. —— — 
ed e 60 84 0. eds 
Re * Rebel! a = Fe Y % N. | ys 4 

| Menxon. 1 euLEN. „„ 
Mron ? 1319.2 [They fight... 
f | Mynon. | N 1 
e Hell 1 9752 K 
Menon. 5 HPC 2A 


Mandane | . 1 Pi 
ln [Pall] n 
Juſt the blow, and juſter ſtill, 
Becauſe imbitter'd to me by that hand 
Heteſt; which gives my ſoul an eartedt; iy {A 
Of vaſt unfathomable woes to come: 40 134] | 
That dreadful dowry for my dreadful _ dT god T2 
[ leave the world my miſery's een 57111 Mk 136d T-* 
| if wag aright, ne e t 0: GAA. 
Nau uber OTE LOTT 1 ANTI 5 "Jn KS 12 N 
ol way Enter: Sur Racns. * nos 100 
CCC 
'Srrnockens nh ied 1 
My lord, I bring you moſt unwelcome news : 
As poor Mandane wander'd near the field, 
In hope to ſee her injuries reveng'd.: ic fd ah 


3 

* 

2 
= 


e i 2 —* 1 + 5 


Thoughtleſs of any ſuff rings but the paſf, rented 
A party of the foe, ſaw, ſeiz'd,. and er her off. 5 
09k 041072 Men 24: 4686; als : 
1 and conqueſt now are txjviad A bel” 
Love made their prize. Tis impious in my ſoul” 

To entertain a thought but of her reſcue: _ oy 
Now, now, I plunge into the thickeſt war, 
As ſome bold diver, from a precipice 
Into mid ocean, to regain a gem 


" ae : a — 


Whoſe 


84 BUSIRIS, 


Whole loſs impoveriſh'd kings; to bring it back, 1 
Or ſee the day no more. F  [Exeunt. - 


Enter Wie Aſide. 
 Manvpans. 
A gon! rous foe will hear his captive. ſpeak ; 
A benefit thus, kneeling, I.implore: 
Let one of all thoſe ſwords that glitter round me, 
LE Vouchſafe to hide its point within my breaſt. 


aber, MEMNoON. 
\ Memwon. , . PLES 201 

Ah villains} antes Atheiſts ! Can you bear 
That poſture from that form? What, en. re num- 
When I behold thoſe eyes! Not mine the glory, ns : 
That ſingly thus I quell a hoſt of foes. 

Inhuman robbers ! O bring back my ſoul ! ? 
[They force her off. He ruſbes in upon them, 5 is N Ta 
Poor comfort to mankind, that they can loſe 

Their lives but once But, oh! a thouſand times 

Be torn from an they love. 

Dh Enter RamesEs. 

e 

Far have I waded in the bloody field, 
Laborious through the ſtubborn ranks 1 war, 
And trac'd thee in a labyrinth of death; 

But thus to find thee !—Better find thee den * 
: Theſe MI uſe thee ill. 

| EU an] ORG Manon. 1 4 
ie ro more: 


[ Myron is dend, and "ny this arm. 
RAMESES. 


I thank thee: 
Ab 


FN A EE Gets. 
9 © 


KI WO of Eo vr r. fs 
All my few ſpirits left exult with joy z © is 
Fl chaſe __ MBit 8 him through the Waun world, 
ERIE: | IN 
Als, thou berg e e 16 en e ne 
r,, I Te IE 


Curſe on the ah ſword ; 
= bleed to death : But cou'd not leave the world 


Without a laſt embrace. _ Juſt "ow I met 


1 


The poor Mandane. 
MzMx on. TT, 
: Quickly ſpeak. What ſaid A. 
RaMEsEs. | . 


Nothing of comfort ; ceaſe to aſk me 9 „ 
If you meet more, your meeting will be fad. -—— 
Your arm: I faint—Ah ! what is human life? 
How, like the dial's/tardy-moving ſhade, _ ; |. 
Day after day ſlides from us unperceiv'd . 9 1 LP 
The cunning fugitive is ſwift by ene 4 2 
Too ſubtle is the movement to be ſeen; 
Yet ſoon the hour is up—and we are gone. 5 
| Farewell : I pity thee. wh, 1 [Dies. 
Memnon.. ; 
1 Farewell, brave friend ! Ye 

Wou'd cou'd bear thee company to reſt ; « 
But life in all its terrors ſtands before me, 
And ſhuts the gate of peace againſt my wiſhes. — 
Do I not hear a peal of diſtant thunder ? | 
And ſee, a ſudden darkneſs ſhuts the day, 
And quite blots out the ſun ?—But'what to me 
The colour of the ſky? A death-cold dew 
Hangs on my brow, and all my flacken'd joints 
ry ag W cauſeA groan! From whence ?-- 

1 85 e . | 


| This i is my brother : A ſhort | privacy \ 
I a ſmall favour you may grant a foe. 


Again ! And no one near me? Vain deluſion - 
I fear not vain I I fear ſome ill is tow'rds me, 
More dreadful ſure than all that's paſt. —Mandane — 
I hop'd ſhe was at peace, and paſt the reach 
Of this ill news; but ſuch my wayward fate, 


I cannot aſk a curſe, but tis deny d me: 
And cou'd1 wiſh I ne er could ſee her more? 


Enter Manpans, guarlled. | 


þ* Ft 1 10804 Age» 


MAN DAN E. 55 Ss, 


GvarD. 


* 


| Let it be ſhort ; ve may not wait Your keiſure!” tze 


251 £9439 1 


ME MN ON. 


'Tis en Wilen ; there's ſomething bee from 


And keeps this foot faſt rooted to tlie rt net, 


This is the laſt time I ſhall ever pray. "'[ Kneeling. | 


To me, ye gods, confine your threaten'd vengeance, 
And! will bleſs your mercies while I ſuffer! | 


pears and Mandane avance footy to a fron 
e the flage. 


ManDane. 


wat dan thou pray for? 


* 


K Maunon ee! | | 
29:30 i For thy peace.” x 

„ pes G 560 

Twas kind: 


But oh thoſe ds in en ts the bleſſing, - | 


For which kthey! en were rais d to heav n 
MEMNON. . 7 F 1 : 


1 95 Go aug | What we have yet to do : ran 


Muſt be ſoon. done: This meeting is our laſt; 


ws mall. we uſe it? e 1 


Kin Stef Ec: *r *. In 87 


| |  ManDANE: | | 
Ia n How? Conſole, * y 


And my elende. eee ; 
TOM. | * 5 
Sad counſellors, © 
And cruel their advice Are there ner ? 
ManDANE. 


I look „ find no Bümp of 8 "NE 
A perfect night of horror and 2 400 


Of horror and deſpair ln Mandane- 31 1d 


Canſt thou believe me? Nay, can I belieyre 
Myſelf? The laſt thing that Iwiſt'd forwas—'Tis falſe 
The weight of ken misfortune hurts my mind. 


| ANITA. Tow. 41741} © Heb 
Was what'®: + 118 Das „ tit E197 436% 
35:6 F St vers: 10 3 
[ dare not 8 to o think is to leoklown.. 9 nad 
A precipice then thouſand fathom deep, ne 0 % ol 
| That turns my brain—Oh! Oh! 
MANDANE. 8 15 
| \ Memon, no more: 
That filence, ald choſe FROY Weg no explaining ; 1 
And it is kind „with ſuch ſevere reluctance, | 
To think HOP wy death—though WN 
Fl; (Mamu e 4 2, 165 
Ah hold! You * a thouſand "Wks 3 : 
Talk not of dying—T diſown' the thought: 


Right is not right, and reaſon is not reaſon ;/'- © + 
All is diſtraction, when Llook on the. 
O all ye pitying gods I daſh'out from nature 
Your ſtars, your ſun, but let Mandane live. | 


88 BY 8 R 1 
1 Manvane: 5 | 
No z death 5 ſince was my wee refole. 
Mumnon. "Pt ALE, 


Myron i is dead. 7 10 85 
5 "ManDant. 
What joy a heart like mine 4. 
. feel, it feels -Had he been never born, . 
1 chat have Rene tis now—impoſlible. | 
 Memnon. | 20 Ile 

This even to my „ miſerivs I owe, 
That it diſcovers greater virtues ſtill; - 13 
In her my ſoul adores——O' my — " 
0 glorious maid ! then thou wilt be at peac 

Memnon thoughtfully ; an returns. 
Muſt I ſurvive, and change thy tenderneſs | 
For a ſtern maſter, and perpetual chains? 
Long I may groan on earth to ſate their malice, 
Then through flow torments linger into death, 


No ſteel to ſtab, . no wall to daſh my brain! "A 
| | Manpank. Ef e 
Ha! EVE EE BY: 

IQ 07% Ar wi dMaMNGN. 


ny owl five in thought? What 88 h 
* wat in ON foul 2 'Your eyes (peak 1 wonders. 
163150939 nennen, 7:2 55 134 
Wil not the blood-hounds be content with life . 

MRM Nox. 2 
Alas, PRIN No; they ſtudy nature, wn Ht 
To find out all her ſecret. O's ona regis 
| "And carry killing to a dreadful a ih ei 167 
A ſimple death in Egypt i is for, friends. ; op fk © 
54 Th1 MAN DAX. N a 5 HEAL 
0 then it muſt be fo Ma yet it cannot — Mx u- 


| Memnon. 
What means this fadden paleneſs? 


 ManDaNE. [Feeling i in ber boſom, ſbe Na 


; Memnon. 
| My love! Mandane ! hear me, my eſpous d! 
My deareſt heart! the infant of my boſom! 
Whom I would foſter with my vital blood. 


ManDanE. [Shews a dagger.) 
'Tis well z and in return, I give thee—This. 
MzMnon. 

Millions of thanks, thou refuge in deſpair. 

| ManDane. 

Terrible kindneſs ! Horrid mercy? ob 
I cannot give it thee, 

; MzMNO N. 


Full welt I know 
Thy ends foul, and I muſt force it from thee. 


MAN DANE. 

My lord! my ſoul! myſelf! you tear my heart : 
Art thou not dearer to my eyes than light? 

Doſt thou not circulate through all my veins ; 
Mingle — life, and form my very ſoul? 

Mx M NOD 

Now, monſters, I defy you: Fate forbids 
Along farewell: My guard may interpoſe, 


And make ou favour vain—— Thus, __ thus. [Em- 
And now 


| Maypane. [Holds his arm.] 
Ah no! Since laſt I ſaw thee, thrice I rais'd 
My trembling arm, and thrice I let it fan. 


- 


{Going to flab himſelf.] [brate. | 


Kino of Ecvyr. 89 


Heav'n gd me EF: 


[4s be i 2 is firuggling with her for the dagger foe N | 


If 


90 BU SIR IS, 


If you refuſe compaſſion to my ſex, 5 
Memnon betrays me, and is Myron's friend-· . 
As I a poniard, you ſupply 3 an arm, 
And I ſhall ſtill be happy in your love. 
3 [After a e aſteniſhment, be inks gently on "oo carth | 
1 MeMNON. hs 
From dreadful to more dreadful I am plung "hs 
And find in deepeſt anguiſh deeper ſtill: 
I can't complain in common with mankind--— 
But am a wretched ſpecies all alone: 
N Muſt I not only loſe thee, but be curs'd 
=_ To ſprinkle my own hands with thy ee 5 
| 1 MaN DAN E. 


It cannot be avoided. 
| N Memnon. - 
Nor perform'd.. 
| Lift up wy hand againſt thee as a foe E 
I, who ſhould ſave thee from thy very father, 7 
And teach thy deareſt friends to uſe thee well, 
Make kindneſs kind, and ſoften all their ſmiles ? 
O, my Mandane ! think how I have lov'd! 
O, my Mandane ! think upon thy powr! 
How often haſt thou ſeen me pale with j ** 
And trembling at a ſmile ? And ſhall I- 


EO  ManDanE.: ; 
| Myron ! 1— 
4 that Memnon n up Anm. 
19 5 4 V 


1 Ah bold! 1 Or thee hold ! One eh, that way. | 
A wakes my hell, and blows up all its flames: - 
The world turns round; my heart is ſick to _ 
0 "7 keygen: anne? loſs of of thought. { 


"ci 


Alia ! 05 lord forges we are to die. 


K.1'N G of Ec 0 v br. | 91 


MAN DANE. 


Why 120 00 like a ſtatue? Are you dead? 


What do you fold ſo faſt wirhin your arms2: 535i ag 
Why, with fix'd eye-balls, do you pierce the ground ? Fr 


Why ſhift your place, as if you trod on fire? vals - 
Why gnaw your lip, and groan ſo dreadfully ? 


My lord, if T have ſpent whole live-long nights f 


In tears, and ſigh'd away the day in private, 


Only oppreſs'd with an cen of love, 
O "_ and ſpeak to me. 


 Memnon. 
And theſe, no doubt, 


Are arguments that I fliould draw thy blood.— 


No child was ever lulP'd upon the breaſt 
With half that tenderneſs has melted from thee, 
And fell like balm upon my wounded ſoul ! 
And "half 1 a thee ? OY thus—thus—thus— 
go CE en eme time. 
ANDANE, 30 3 


nn gazes with wonder. on the laren. 


'MEMnoN. 


By W I had; my ſoul had took her fight 


In neee is not this our ene 


8 MANDA XE. 1 4” | 
Thas _ eiten in; Sis <1 es 
& "RENE VVV 
ep it does. 85 
born. 58 5 wo 
| ''ManDane. 


Thy "Wa ad groans are Nee than thy bed. 
The guard i onus. 7 "Me 


And now with me all nature is expir'd- 


7 E een RR * 2 * "ENT; RE PY n 
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Menon. 
To Then it muſt be done. 0 
Sun, hide hs face, and put the world in mourning, 13 
Though blood ſtart out for tears, tis done But one, 


| One laſt embrace. (As be embraces her, ſhe burſts into tears. 


Let me not ſee a tear I cou'd as . 


Stab at the face of heav'n, as kill ow Rs 


MAN DAN E. 


Tis paſt; am compord. 


ee e TOs 


Max DAN E 5 
Be not * fearful z tis the ſecond blow 


 Willpain * heart — indeed this will not hurt me. 


| Memnon. 5 


O thou haſt 1 my ſoul quite through nad oath. | 


With thoſe kind wards: I had juſt ſteel'd my breaſt, 


TIES Daſbing down the dagger. . 
And 50 undo i it all could not bear 


To raze is ſkin to fave the world from ruin. 


"rae MAN DAN. (Stabs berſelf.) 
If) you'r re a woman, Pl] be ſomething more. 
I ſhall not . of heav'n till you arrive. (Dies 

PS ' Memnon. [vv 
Struck ki in her heart—She's dead already; ; 


My lovely bride, now we again are e ( Stabs bin- 


And better worlds prepare our nuptial bow'r.— ſelf. 


Now every ſplendid object of ambition, 


Which lately, with their various gloſſes, play 


Upon my brain, and fool'd my idle Wand 


Are taken from me by a Pute, 1 
And all the world i is $ vaniſh'd. FR - (Dis. 


KING of E Ov v r. 93 
4 N Enter Ni canon and een, 


vickorious. 
0 The ann which are advancing to the bodies, 1. 


e eee 
The e our own ; the ber fans angry Wh 
Have well repaid this morning infolence, — 
And turn'd the deſperate fore of the n 
BY _— he * relief. | 
| Srpnocns. 
Micanor, friend, 
1 from the city bring you welcome news: 
My guilty letter from the amorous queen 
I ſpread amongſt the multitude ; while yet 2 
Their blood was warm with reading the black ſcroll, 
Myris, to view the fortune of the fight, HE: 
Leaving her palace for the Weſtern tow'r, _ 
Was ſeiz d, torn, ſcatter'd, on the guilty {pot, 
Wann fell. 24K 
Ni canxox. 
The * ate juſt 
85 — | 
See where Bufiris comes; your royal captive, e tek 
In his misfortune great; an awful Dogg 
And dreadful to the conqueror ! iy 
| Nr CANOR. . os he bodies. I: 
Sad ſight! 
A ſight that teaches i how to mourn, 
And more than juſtifies: theſe ſtreaming tears, 
Even on the moment that my country's ſav d 
From 0 nen, and inglorious chains 
+ SINE "I falls on bis attendants 
A 


—_ " * „ _ , n 
* nr R OT 7 ET EEE PIO . 
= * ö * 2 * LS. tat, hs) 4 ts 6 © 
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5 | "Maron; bp 
Then it muſt be don: 
Sun, hide ER "AG and put the world in mourning; 

| Though blood ſtart out for tears, tis done—But one, 

One embrace. (As beembraces her, ſhe burſts into tears. 

Let me not ſee a tear—l cou'd as logs. 

Stab at Me face of heav'n, as kill thee ted 
|  Manpans, 
'Th paſt ; 1 am comperd. 

5 Menon. | 
And ad now. 
MaNnDanE. 

Be not fo fearful; tis the ſecond blow -/ | 

Will pain * heart indeed this will not hurt me. 

M Mxox. 

O thou haſt ſtung my ſoul quite through a 3 

Wich Sole bead avon: : Thad juſt teel'd my breaſt, _ 

 (Daſhing down the Foy 
And than undo'& it nd could not bear - 
To raze "ou ſkin to fave the world from ruin. 

#7 \ Manpane. (Stabs berſelf.) 

If y you'r 're a woman, Pl be ſomething more. 

1 ſhall not taſte of heav'n till you arrive. Ahe 

— 'Mgemnon. . 

; Struck end in her heart—She's dead . ; 
And now with me all nature is expir d 

My lovely bride, now we again are happy, ( Stabs 1 

And better worlds prepare our nuptial bow'r.— [ſelf 

Now every. Iplendid object of ambition, 

Which lately, with their various gloſſes, play'd 

Upon my brain, and fool'd my idle ms 

Are taken from me by a little wilt bas: ac 

And all the world is s vaniſh'd. 1 (bie. 


* 


By . the' =; relief. 


Where her e ene fell. 


K Ur 4 1 U . ä 


| 4 march JO Enter Ni canon and ' Srenocns, 


. vicrorious. 
The guards wich are 8 to 1 n, 9 


Menn. 


The een own; the Per iow! 8 angry Wan FE 
| Have well repaid this morning inſolence, 


And turn'd the deſperate fortune of the 8 if: 


Srenoces. 


W friend, | 


1 trawl the city iti you welcome news: 
My guilty letter from the amorous queen 


I ſpread amongſt the multitude ; while yet 


Their blood was warm with reading the black ſcroll, 
Myris, to view the fortune of the fight, 


Leaving her palace for the Weſtern tow'r, 
Was ſeiz'd, tern, ſcatter'd, on the guilty welt 


'NicanoR 
The gods are juſt. 
7 | Syymoces. hw; 
See where Bufiris comes; your royal captive, FT 


In his misfortune great; an awful Ou 
And dreadful to the conqueror ! | 


Nu CANOR. [ary ſees . bodies. 4 
272 Sad fight! 
A ſight that teaches triumph how to mourn, 


And more than juſtifies: theſe ſtreaming tears, 


Even on the moment that my country's ſav d | 

From _ e and inglorious chains: Ti 15 . 
| * falls on his attendants. 

-_ 


4 great ak Enter baute, . 


Busikis. 
Caged > Tha falſe; I am your miſter fill 
' Your maſter, though in bonds': You ſtand 3 | 
At your good fate, and, trembling, can't enjoy. 
Now. from thy ſoul, I hug theſe welcome n 
Which ſhew you all Buſiris, and declare TY 
Crowns and ſucceſs ſuperfluous to my ne a 
You think this ſtreaming blood will low'r my thought; ; 
No, ye miſtaken men, I ſmile at death; e 
For living here, is living all alone L 
To me a real ſolitude, amid. © © +, 41 
A throng of little beings groveling War me; 
Which yet uſurp one common ſhape and name. 
T thank theſe wounds, theſe raging pains, _ promiſe 
Ani interview wo EO foon ERIN a6. t; 
tn Eras. © He fees Memnon. 
Hat Dead ' *Tis wa: He roſe not to my ſword; 
I only wiſh'd his fate, and there he lies. 
Some, when they die, die all; their mould'ring clay 
Is but an emblem of their memories; 
The ſpace quite cloſes up through which they paſs: 
That I have liv'd, I leave a mark behind. 
Shall pluck the ſhining age from vulgar time, 
And give it whole to late poſterity: ß 
My name is writ in mighty characters, 5 
Triumphant columns, and eternal domes, 
Whoſe ſplendor! heighten our Egyptian day, 
Whoſe ftrength ſhall laugh at time, till theit ate, 
Old earth itſelf, hall fail: In after-ages, Nl war's 


Who War or build, ſhall Wale or war from me; 
} Grow 


| Kine TY 1 
Grow great in each, as my example fres: 
'Tis I of art the future wonders raiſe ; „ 8 
fight the future battles of the world — 
Great Jowe, I come! Egypt, thou art forſaken; [ 81 1 15 | 
Aſia's impoveriſh'd by my ſinking glories ; 

And the world leſſens, when Buſeris falls. (Dies. 


OYPHOCES. | 
Bear 1 dead monarch to his pyramid 3 
And for what uſe ſo- e' er it was defign'd 
By that high- minded, but miſtaken, man, 
There let him lie magnificent in det 
Great was his life, great be his monument ; 
And on Bufiris nephew, young Arſaces, 
Of gentler ſpirit, let the crown devolve. 

From this day's vengeance, let the nations know, . 
Fove lays the pride of haughtieſt monarchs low ; 
And they, who kindled with ambitious fire, 

In arts and arms with moft ſucceſs * Ben 
If void of virtue, but provoke their doom, 
Graſp at their fate, and build themſelves a tomb. 


191 1 
E P 1 L. 0 G b E 
: BI « FRIEND. 
Spoken by Mrs. O.pe1ero. 


PH E race of critics, dull, j udicious rogues, * 
To mournful plays deny briſk Epilogues : 5 
Each gentle ſwain, and tender nymph, ſay they, | 
From a ſad tale ſhould go in tears away ; G 
From hence quite home ſhould ſtreams of ſorrow ſhed, 
And, drown'd in grief, fleal ſupperleſs to bed. 
This doctrine is ſo grave, the Sparks uon: bear it; 
They love to go in humour to their claret. 
Tze Cit, who owns a little fun worth Buying. 
Halds half-a-crown tos much to pay for crying: 
Befides who knows, without theſe healing arts, 
But Love might turn your heads, and break your bearts; 
And the poor Author, by imagin'd woes, ö 
Might people Beth'lem with our Belles and Beaux? 
Hence I, who lately bid adieu to pleaſure, 
Robb of my ſpouſe, and my dear virgin treaſure ; ; 
I, whom you faw, deſpairing, breathe my laſt, 
Am free and eaſy, as if nought had paſt ; 
Again put on my airs, and play my fan ; 


And fear no more that dreadful creature, Man. 


 —But whence does this malicious mirth begin? 
I know, ye beafts, you reckon it no fin. 1 q; 
„„ | .. 


"© 


ris; 


is 


And the poor cuclold is a flanding jeſt - 


They tell you Rakes and Filts corrupt a nation; 


Let een act 2 Ys he cas. 


4 e b 2 BREE) "7 a R 8 IE n as 
5 xo 8 5 1 . 2 5 N 25 \ 
n o 8 . = 4 


: Tis rome ce crimes «hs Les i in 4; be Plays, 
Should move our horror, and our laughter raiſe.” 
Lowe's Jove ſecure the comic Aﬀor tries ; 
But, if he's wicked, in blank verſe he dies. 8 
The farce, where wives prove frail, ftill makes the beſt ; I”; 


But our brave bard, a virtuous ſon of Iſis, 
Counts a bold ſtrote in Love among the vices; 

In blood and wounds a guilty land be dips ye, BT 
And waſtes an empire for one raviſh'd gypſy. 
What muſty morals fill an Oxford head, 
To notions of pedantic wirtue bred ! nh 
There each ſtiff Don at gallantry exclaims, 
And calls Fine men and Ladies filthy names ; 


f 


uch is the prejudice of education! 

You, who know better things, will ſure approve 
Theſe ſcenes, that ſhew the boundleſs power of Love. 
Let, when they will, th Italian Things appear, 
This play, we truſt, ſball throng an audience here. 
Bold Myron's paſſion, up to frenzy wrought, 
Would ill be warbled through an Eunuch's throat: 
His part, at leaft, his part requires a Man; 
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REVENGE. 


TRAGED Y. 


Acr Eso at the 


TuraTRERovYAL in Davry-Lanz, 
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Manet alta mente repoſtum. Vika. 
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PROLOGUE, 


By a FRIEND. 


0 FT - has the buſkind 3 . wi mean, 
Debas'd the glory of the Tragic ſcene; We 
While puny villains, dreſs'd in purple pride, 
With crimes obſcene the heaven-born rage bely d. 
To her belongs to mourn the Hero's fate, 
7 o trace the errors of the Wiſe and Great; 
To mark th' exceſs of paſſions too refin'd, 
And paint the tumults of a God-like mind; 
Where, mix d with rage, exalted thoughts combine, 
And darkeſt deeds with beauteous colour ſhine. 
Such lights and ſhades in a well-mingl'd draught, 
By curious touch of artful pencils wrought. 
With ſoft deceit amuſe the doubtful eye, 
Pleas'd with the conflict of the various dye. | 
Thus, thro the following ſcenes, with ſweet ſurprize,” 
Virtue and guilt in dread confuſion riſe ; 
And Lowe and Hate, at once, and Grief and Tor, 
E Pity and Rage, their mingled force employ. 
Here the ſoft Virgin ſees, with ſecret ſhame, 
Her charms excelPÞd 725 friendſbip's purer flame; 
Ford, with reluctant virtue, to approve 
The generous Hero, who rejects her love. 
Behold him there with gloomy paſſions ftaind, 
4 wie Suſpeted, and an-injur'd friend; 1 
F 3 = 
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12 PROLOGUE. 

Yer ſuch the toil where innocence is caught, 

That raſh ſuſpicion ſeems without a fault. 7 

Me dread a while, left beauty ſhould ſucceed, 

And almoſt wiſh ev'n virtue ſelf may bleed, . 
Mark well the black Revenge, the cruel Guile, 

The traiter-fiend trampling the lovely ſpoil, 

Of Beauty, Truth, and Innocence oppreſs'd ; 

Then let the rage of furies fire your breaſt. 

| Yet may his mighty wrongs, his juft diſdain, 

His bleeding country, his low'd father ſlain, 

His martial pride, your admiration raiſe, 

And crown him with involuntary praiſe. 
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"To. 


Dramatis Perſons. 


M E N. 
Don Alox 20, the Spaniſh General, Mr. Boor n. 
Don CARLos, his Friend, ͤ A Oh © No 
Don ALvarez, a Courtier, Mr. THurmonD. 
' Don MaxvzL, Attendant of Don 
| CarLos, 125 
ZANGA, a Captive Moor, | Mr. MiLLs. 


. on ; | A 
2322 . * » * * 
, 3:-4e {eos A TE — d 


TREE TD AT ETD — 


Mr. WILLIAMS. 


_ WOMEN. 


Leonora, ALVARRZ's Daughter, Mrs, PoxTzx. 
ISABELLA, the Meoor's Miſtreſs, Mrs. Hoxton, 


< BOCENE, £PAIK. 


AGF. SCENE. 1 


E 


* 


Enter aue. b 
Lk 
A 


etl, 


— 


HETHER firſt nature, or long want of peace, 

Has wrought my mind to this, I cannot tell ; 

But Wen now are not diſpleaſing to me: 8 

L like this rocking of the battlem ens. 
Rage on, ye winds; burſt, clouds, and waters roar! 

Vou bear a juſt reſemblance of my fortune, 

And ſuit the ul habit of my. foul. >: +} 1553 


e Liabella 


Who' 8 there 4 My wee! 1 


Is ABELLA. 


Why have you left foe bed! of 
Your abſence more affrights me than che ſtorm, 


1 * 


The dad alone, in fuch a night, can ** $1514} 1% 
F 8 | A 


106 THE REVENGE. 
And I indulge my medication here. 

Woman, away 5 I chooſe to be alone. 
's ISABELLA. 


I know you do, and therefore will not leave you ; ; 
Excuſe me, Zanga, therefore dare not leave 1255 | 
Is this a night for walks of contemplation ? 
Something unuſual hangs upon your heart, 
And Iwill know it; by our loves, I will. 
To you I facrific'd my virgin fame : 
Af I too much, to ſhare in your diſtreſs ? 

. „% ARG. 7; e 

1 In t tears 125 Thou fool! Then hear me, * be plung d 
In hel's abyſs, if ever it eſcape thee. 
Fo ſtrike thee with aſtoniſhment at once, 
1 hate Alonzo. Firſt recover that, 
And then thou ſhalt hear farther. 


SN a2 ISABELLA. 8 LY. 

„ Hate eine) 
I own, 1 8 en aud your friend; 

And that he loſt the maſter in that name. 


Z AN GA. ; 


3 then: Tis twice three years ſince that great man 
. (Great let me call him; for he conquer d me) 
Made me the captive of his arm in fight : : 

He flew my father, and threw chains o'er me, i 
While I, with pious rage, purfu'd revenge : | 

I then was young; he plac'd me near his perſon, 

And thought me not diſhonour'd by his ſervice. 

One day (May that returning day be night, 
The ſtain, the curſe of each ſucceeding year ) 
For ſomething, or for ain in his pride 


o 3 
a 5 * 
* a 1 
* 
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2A FRAGEDY..-- 67 
He ſtruck me; (While I tell it, do I live?) 1 
He ſmote me on the cheek -I did not ſtab him; 
For that were poor revenge E er ſince, his 8 
Has ſtrove to bury it beneath a heap es 
Of kindneſſes, and thinks it is forgot. py 1 
Inſolent thought! and like a ſecond blow! | 
Affronts are innocent, where men are worthleſs; 
And ſuch alone: can A OP; revenſy: 


But with n more Ae * 00 your 6 
To ſee your ihe emotions ene me. 
| 1 „ Ae 
Ves, woman, with a temper that bed it. 
Has the dark adder venom? So have I, | 
When trod upon. Proud Spaniard, chou ſhalt feel me!; 25 
For from that day, that day of my diſhonour, 
I from that day have curs'd the riſing fun, 5 
Which never fail'd to tell me of my ame: 
I from that day have bleſt the coming night, 
Which promis'd to conceal it; but in vain; 
The blow return'd for ever in my dream: © 
Yet on I toiPd, and groan'd for an occaſion 
Of ample-vengeance: none is yet arriv'd. 
Howe'er, at preſent I conceive warm hopes | 
Of what may wound him ſore, in his ambition * 
Life of his life, and dearer than his ſoul. 
By nightly march he purposd to ſurprize 
The Mooriſb camp; but J have taken care 
They ſhall be ready to receive his favour. 
Failing in this, a caſt of utmoſt moment, 
Would darken all the conqueſts he has won. 
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105 THE REVENGE, 


ISABELLA. „ e 0 
Juſt as v1 enter: an veel arriv d. | 1 
| r e on „ 

TO . Re 
|  TSaBpLLA. . 
His friend, Don Cortes. SRL en en, ele e 
Tsd. %%% He CO 

hee ſpropitious, 


O 1 oh ahis:i important hour, 

And give at length my. famiſh'd ſoul revengel 

What is revenge, but courage to call in 

Our honour's debts, and wiſdom to convert 

Others' ſelf- love into our own protection 

But ſee, the morning ray breaks in upon us; | 

LI ſeek Don Carlos, and enquire my fate. lun, 
kern Manon: and Don Caxros. 18 | 

MaxUED. -: 4 4 

My lord Don Carlss, what brings your pe 

| et BAM on? ores $6271 

Alonzs 8 glory, and the Moors defeat. 9 

The field is ſtrow'd with twice ten thouſand lain, 

Tho' he ſuſpects his meaſures were betray d. 

He'll ſoon arrive. O how I long tembrace | 

The firſt of heroes, and the beſt of friends |: 

I lov'd fair Leonora long before ni 

The chance of battle gave me'to the Moors, 

From whom ſo late 4/onzo ſet me free; | 

And while I groan'd 1n bondage, I deputed 

Fhis great Alonzo, whom her father Honours, 

To be my gentle advocate in loye, 

| To ſtir her heart, and fan its fires, for me. 


” MANUEL. 
And what ſucceſs? 


A TRAGEDY. 109 


CARLOS. FCC 
1 e the cruel mnid— 1 


f 


Indeed, her Sa who tho high at court. 


And powerful with the king, has wealth at heart, I 


To heal his devaſtations from the Moors, + ++ 


Knowing Pm richly freighted from the Eaſt, 
My fleet now failing i in the ſight of Spain, _ 
(Heav'n guard it fafe thro ſuch ar, nga n 0 
LT OE urges: her to wed.” 1 
167 7: Mines bal coidigu 0 
Her aged die, ſee leads her his . | 
© CakLos. EA 55 Wanne 
_ She looks like ads tfütk! d 519: me f 95715 298 
Brought forward by the hand of "ew: nas 
You to the port with ſpeed ; tis poſlible WO 
Some veſſel is artiv'd : Heav'n grant It bring 


Tidings, which Carles may receive with joy! ? . 
Enter ALvanez and Len 
AlLvAXEZ. 8 5 
Don Carlos, I am Jabouring' in your favour L 
With all a parent's ſoft r 1 f + 4 
And en counſel. 7 LES OBE 
CarLos: 
Angels ſecond you! 
For all my y bliſs or miſery hangs on it. 
* + "ALVAREE-. 


Daughter, the happineſs of life depends 
On our diſcretion, and a prudent choice; 
Look into thoſe they call unfortunate 
And cloſer view'd, you'll find they are unwiſe : _ 
Some flaw in their own conduct lies beneath, 
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110 THE REVENGE. 


For him the ſun is labouring in the mines, 
A faithful flave, and turning earth to-gold: | 


By which ev'n kings and emperors are made. =» 
Sir, you have my good wiſbes; and I hope (To Carlos. 
My 128 is not e e to hear you. oo Alv. 


O Leonora! who art thou in tears? 
Before your father gave me leave to woo. 3 gold 
Fuſb'd was your boſom, and your eye ferennee 
Will you for ever help me to new pains 


To let them looſe on every dawn ors Joys bY 


Ah my torn. heart! | 


72 1 ſhall obey my facher 


And 'tis the trick of fools to ſave their credit, 

Wbich brought another language into uſe. 

Don Carlos is of antient, noble blood 3 . der! 
And then his wealth might mend a prince's fortune : . 


His keels are freighted with that ſacred power, 


ans... 


Becauſe I am leſs wretched than I was? 


* 4 a 


- 


And keep reſerves of torment in your LT 


ol ; 


zen ORA. 


Think yo you . too indulgen to me, 


That he claims no dominion'v'er my tears = 
A daughter ſure may be right dutiful, 


| n tears alone are free from a werent Fe — 


Senne 8. 


Lao nass 


He SI not me, ox lord x 3 


Caxxos. {Ng i aplAiinvS 
| Diſobey him, 5 
Rather than come thus coldly ;, than come any. 
With abſent eyes, and alienated i mien, 


Suff "ring 


3 


 IPTRAGEDY.' 1 
Suffri ring g wddreſs, the victim of my love. 1 
O let me be undone the common way, 
And have the common comfort to be pity, 
And not be ruin'd in the maſk of bliſs,  - 

And ſo be envyd, and be wretched too! 
Love calls for love. Not all the pride of beauty 5 
Thoſe eyes, that tell us what the ſun is made of; 
Thoſe lips, whoſe touch is to be bought with life; 
Thoſe hills of driven ſnow, which ſeen are felt 7 
All theſe poſſeſt, are nought, but as they are 
The proof, the ſubſtance of an inward paſſion, 47 
And "the 5 kan of a taken heat. 
LEeonoRa. 
Alas! my lord, we are too delicate Wi 
And when we graſp the happineſs we wiſh'd, 
We call on wit to argue it away: ing 
A plainer man would not feel half your pains * 
But ſome have too much wiſdom to be ren 
CARLOS. 
Had I FRAME this before, it had been welle 
I had not then ſolicited your father 
To add to my diſtreſs; as you behave, 
Pour father's kindneſs ſtabs me to the heart. 
Give me your hand—Nay, give it, Leonora 
You give it not n yet you give it not— 
I raviſh it.— FD | 


7 Linaeds. 4 | 
I pray, my: lord, no more. 
CaRLos. | 

Ah! why fo f ſad? You know a figh does ſhake me; 17 
Sighs there, are tempeſts here. 

I've heard, bad men would be unbleſt in heav n- 

| | 5 53 What 
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What is my guilt,” that makes me ſo with ad 
Have I not languiſh'd: proſtrate at thy feet? 
Have I not liv'd whale days upon thy geht? 
Have I not ſeen thee. where thou haſt not been? 
And, mad un bee en 0 4 80 
3 2 20 Short Lerne. . 15 
5 iy gut 12 i 0 
| Good FI ks ne my aul, 
And telling how ungrateful I have been: 
Alas! my lord, if talking would. prevail, 55 
I could ſuggeſt much better arguments, + 
Than thoſe regards you threw away on me; | | 
Tour valour, honour, wiſdom, praisd'by'all: [ 
But bid phyſicians talk our veins to temper, 
And with an argument new-ſet a pulſq -\ 
Then think; __y lord, of e into love. EY 


| * eee 21nd ory; tc Y 
Muſt 1 Aa deſpair ? Do Sei "4 me aue, . T 
1 My tempeſt-beaten heart is cold to death: Sh 


1 Ah! turn, and let me warm me in thy 1 1 

1 Heav'ns! what a proof I gave, but two nights paſt, 1 

1 Of matchleſs love! To fling me at thy feet, [An 

| I T flighted friendſhip, and I flew from fame; | 

Nor heard the ſummons of the next day's battle: 
But darting headlong to thy arms, I left, 

T The promis'd fight; I left Alonzo too, 


; To ſtand the war, and quell a world alone. [Tru w_— 
1 LON ORA. 

# The victor comes. My lord, I muſt withdraw. yp, 
ann 5 


| LE o- A 


pets. 


Alonso 


10 And threw my former actions far behind. 


4 TRAGEDY. 5 
LIOo NOAA. e 
Why ſhou'd you vil me lay 70 
Your friend's arrival will bring comfort to you, 

My preſence none; it pains you and myſelf: ” 
-M or both our _ permit me to withdraw. mal Leon. 
\CanLos. 

Sh, there's no o peril, but in — Oo how 


My foes word boaſt to ſee me look ſo pole ! 


. Enter Aron eee e 
715 "Cannos: | 6 due 


As NZO. 
2 Carlos Il am — again: 
Claſpt i in the: arms, it makes my als entire. 


$1.57 23318 25  CarLos: G 31 
| Whom, 40 I thus embrace? The conqueror Jy” Arch p 
b 61 Boat — HH orig nt 


Ye. moch more: Don Carlos friend. : t 
The conqueſt of the world would coſt me as, D 


Should it beget one thought of diſtance in thee : 
J riſe in virtues to come nearer thee: 


* 


=Y conquer with Don Carlos in my eye; 
And thus claim my victory's reward. [Embracing bim. 


= CARLOS: 78 5181 N REN 9 iP 
A vi dory indeed Vour godlike arm | 
Has made one ſpot the grave of Africa, 


Such numbers fell; and the ſurvivors _ | 


As frighted paſſengers from off the ſtrand, my 
When the Mos ay ſea comes Ay on e | 
ce ALowzoi 

"Twas S Wake ; twas his cruel duale 


Infland me to a rage unknown before, 


Can- 
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5 „„ n 
I love fair Lenore: Hew I love her! 
Vet ſtill I find (I know not how ĩt is) een) r 
Another heart, another ſoul, 33 e 
Thy friendſhip warms, it raiſes, it tranſports 
Like muſic ; pure the joy without * 3 
Whoſe very rapture is tranquillity: 
3 But love, like wine, gives a eee WG. 
Heighten'd indeed beyond all mortal pleaſures ; 


But . pangs and madneſs in the bowl. 
Enter ZANGa. 


Zan A 
Manuel, my lord, returning from the port, 
On buſineſs, both of moment and of haſte, 
YN l dN al leave to ſpeak in ee my pong 
| 2 0 -CarLos. N 1 | 
In 12 >—Ha — PII return ; 47 
No en nene me long . thee. | TIO Car: 


oP eee 5:1 bo 


: wad lord Alone, 1 bed your order.” | 

Amen 0% ir ai 54:1 
| wil the fair le pale üs i in mp¹E,ñ 
| rents} 5 neon! eee Dr. 


. She will, my lord; and cad. 

Abner: | idk Fe: 
| © Come near me, Zang 3 
ET 1 

Never was ſuch a day of triumph known !! 
There's not 2 wounded captive in my train, ; | 
That flowly follow'd my proud chariot wheels, | 
But is a god to me: I am moſt wretched. - - 


COT | GE I a2 RN i FRO 4D AI er OE —— 
3 * * |S Do» K 5 
\ 
* 


| 


k — Se — 


; Is his 88 thou know'ſt, Don Carlos, 


My friend, (and never was a friend more dear) 


Deputed me bis advocate in love, 
To talk to Leonora's heart, and make 
A tender party in her thoughts, for him. 
What did I do? I lov'd myſelf. Indeed, 
One thing there is might leſſen my offence 

(If ſuch offence admits of being leſſen d) ; 

I thought him dead ; for (by what fate A wo. 
His letters never reach'd me. | 

| Zanca. | [Afde 2 
| . Thanks to 2 
Who thence contriv'd that evil which has happen'd. 
ALox zo. 

Yes, curs'd of heav'n! I lov'd myſelf; wy now, 

In a late action reſcu'd from the Moors, | 
I have brought home my rival in my friend. 
ZAN A. 
We hear, my lord, that in that action too, 
Your interpoſing arm preſeryv'd his life. 

| ALoNnzo. | 
It A more than the expence of mine; 
For, O! this day is mention'd for their nuptials. 
Bur 5 ſhe comes—T Il take my leave, and die. 

Zanca. [Afide.] 


| Hadſt ons a enn lives. thy death would pleaſe m me. 


Unhappy fate ! My country overcome; 

My fix years hope of vengeance quite expird — 
Would nature were I will not fall alone; 

But others groans ſhall tell the world {up death. 


Enter 
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: Enter Leonor. 
bla Ie >< - 
When nature ends with anguiſh like to this 
Sinners ſhall take their laſt leave of the ſun, 
| And bid the light aden. | 
| Lzoxona. Jo | 
The dy 0 conquerot 9 00 
Dina: ! 1 thought you gave the foe your ſotrows. 5 
r 
O cruel inſult! are thoſe tears your ſport, 
Which nothing but a love for you could draw ? 
Africk J quell'd, in hope by that to purchaſe _ 
Your leave to ſigh unſcorn d; but I complain not: 
Tas but a world; and you are Leonora. 
LXONORA. „ A 5 
That ties, which you boaſt of, is your guilt: 
A treaſon to your friend. You think mean of me, 
To * your crimes as motives of my love. 
_ ArLonzo. | 
| You, Madam, ought to thank thoſe crimes you blame ; 3 
Tis they permit you to be thus inhuman, 
Without the cenſure both of earth and heav n- 


* 


3 o 


3 F N f 


— 1 * — 


| No 


I fondly thought a laft look might be kind. 


Farewell for ever,. This ſevere behaviour 
Has, to my Rey made it ſweet to die. 
ILONA. [Afede.] 
Farewel for ever Sweet to die O heav'n! 
Alonzo, ftay ; you muſt not thus eſcape me; ” 
But hear Four On at large. | 5 
Alox zo. 
O Leonora 
What could Ido In duty t to. my friend, 
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I ſaw you ; and to ſee, is to admire 

For Carlos did I plead, and moſt ſincerely . 
Witneſs the thouſand agonies it coſt me: 

Vou know I did; I ſought but your eſteem ; ; 

If thatis guilt, an angel had been guilty: _ 
loften ſigh'd; nay, wept ; but could not help i it; 3 


And ſure it is no crime to be in pain: 

But grant my crime was great, Pm greatly curs d. 
What would you more? Am I not moſt undone ? _ 
This uſage is like ſtamping on the murder d., 
When life is fled ; moſt barbarous and unjuſt. 


| —LEonoRa: [Going.] 
If from your guilt none ſuffer'd but yourſelf, | 
It might be ſo———Farewel. 


e . 
1 W Who . with me- 35 
3% e | | 
: Eajoy your ignorance, and let me go. 
ALONZO. 


Alas! what is there I can fear to know, W 
Since I already know your hate? Your aQtions 3 Ol 
Hare long ſince told me that. :- : 2: N 
an, 
'P hey Autter'd you. 
| W LO Nz0. 
How ? Flatter'd me! ED 
Laonoũ nl. 
5 O ſearch in fate no l 
I hate thee, O Alonzo How L hate thee! 
. Aronzo. 
Indeed! And do y. you weep for hatred too? 
O what a doubtful torment heaves my heart | ! 
5 I MEN it moſt—and yet I dread it more. 


Shou'd 
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x1) THE REVENGE. 
Shou'd it be ſo ; ſhould her tears flow from thence 3 | 
How would my ſoul blaze up in ecſtaſy ! 
Ah, no! enter into the depth ag horrors! 455 
LIONORA. 
NY would you force my ſtay? 
| Aronzo. 
What mean theſe tears 4 
Jo LON OA. | 
I weep by hoe, nor have my tears a meaning 
But, O] when I firſt aw Alonzo 8 0 52 5 
Iknew their meaning well. 185 
[Alon. you paſhonately on his hnees, and takes ber band. 
| ALonzo. 

Heavens, what is this? That excellence for which - . 
Deſire was planted in the heart of man; | 
Virtue's ſupreme reward on this fide heav'n; . 
The cordial of my ſoul ! and this de — 
Indeed I flatter d me that thou didſt hate. 

LzO NORA. 
Alonzs, pardon me the injurx | 
Of loving you: I ſtruggled with my paſſion, | 
And een long; let that be ſome excuſe. 
| ALonzo. 
Unkind ! Vou know I think your love a bleſſing 
Beyond all human bleſſings; tis the price 
Of ſighs and groans, and a whole year of dying: 


4 


of © pretend 


. Loren. 
Alas! 

” | . 5 
| What ſays my love ries Lora. 
| > LEQNDSA. 8 
Was i it * you, my lord, to be ſo quick teal 5 
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In finding out objections to our love? 
Think you ſo ſtrong my love, or weak 1 virtue, 
lt was s unſafe to ears that part to me ? fa 
ALONZO. ' 7 
Is not che oy then fn 'd for your eon, 1 56) 
LEeonoRa. .. * 0 
TY , my father once had thought that way 4 
But marking how the marriage pain'd my heart, | 
Long he ſtood doubtful ; but at laft reſolv', 
Your Counſel, which determines him in all, 
Should finiſh the debate. 
e Aroxzo. 
O agony ! 
Moſt I not only loſe her, but be made 
Myſelf the inſtrument? Not only die, 
But plunge the dagger in my heart myſelf? 
This is n on calamity. 


'Leonora. © e 
What ! do you ode; leſt you ſhould be mine? 2 805 


For what elſe can you tremble ? Not for that 
My father Places i in your power to alter. 
| 24 ALONZO. 8 
What's in my owned): yes, to ſtab * friend? +? - 
.Lzonoza.. _ . | 
To ſtab your friend were "ct indeed! "IP 
Spare him—and murder me—l own, Alonzo, 
You may well wonder at ſuch words as theſe; | 
I ftart at them myſelf; they fright my nature: i 
Great is my fault; but blame not me alone: . 
Give him a little blame, who took ſuch pains 
To make me-guilty. ro et as L 
| ALonzo. 
Torment! 1 
[ After a pauſe, Leon, 1 | 
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O night, fall onme! T ſhall bluſh to death. 
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n FILL: 8 Hah $4 | e eee 


1 ſue, n ne 


When women ſue, they ſue to be deny d. 
You hate me, you deſpiſe me: You do well; 
For what P've done, I hate and ſcorn myſelf. 


* 2 
42 11 3} ONZ0. E435 5 4 
8 
4 


Firſt e 12 x 1 to 


. abby ad Tu, 
1 what have you 5 


My father c comes ; what anſwer will you give him ? 


ALowuzo. 


| What anſwer? Let me look upon that face, 
And read it there Devote thee to another 2 


Not to be borne A ſecond look undoes Mc, eg 
Leonor. 1 
And why undo you? Is it then, my ond, 
So terrible to yield to your own wiſnes, 
Becauſe they happen to concur with ee ink 


Cruel! to take ſuch pains to win a heart, 


Which you were conſcious you muſt break with parting 
-ALONzZ0. Runs and embraces Ber. 


No, nog 3 I am thine for ever, 
In {pight of Carlos—Ha! Who s that? My friend 1 


8 50 '[$ tarts wide from ber. 


Alas 1 1 ſee „ peer 1 hear his groans: r 


He foams, he tears his hair, he 'Taves, he bleeds ; &'t 
(I _— wick reg rh * dies diſtrated. „ 


1 © 1 


How dreadful to be cut from e 3 5 


Arve. 1 
Ah! n more. e 5 LXE- 


i 
* % 7 3 : 4 * 7 
„ co 


er. 


Oh! 


And ty'd to what we hate! 
ALoNZo. | 


85 | Lone! 
It is impoſſible ! . 
| |  ALonzo. 
Death ! 
 Leonoka. 
„ Can you? 


ALONZO. 


Oh 


Ves, he a an but let my virtue ſcape. 


Alas! 1 ſoul, this moment I die for thee. [ Breaks away. 
 Leonwora.. 
And a are you perjur'd then for virtue's ſake? 


How often have you ſworn? But go for ever—[Swvoons, 


ALoNzo. 


Heart of my heart, and eſſence of my joy! 


Where art thou ?—O, I'm thine, and thine for ever! 


The groans of friendſhip ſhall be heard no more ; 
For whatſoever crimes I can commit, 
Pre felt the pains already. 


LeonoRa. \ 
Hold, Alonzo ; 

And "Fa a maid, whom doubly thou haſt conquer d: 
I love thy virtue, as I love thy perſon ; 
And I adore thee for the pains it gave me: 
But as I felt the pain, Tl reap the fruit; 
Il ſhine out in my turn, and ſhew the world 
Thy great example was not loſt upon me. 
Be it enough, that I have once been guilty; 


In ſight of ſuch a pattern, to perſiſt, | 
8 G Tor III 
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Ill ſuits a perſon honour'd with your love. 

My other titles to that bliſs are weak; 

I muſt deſerve it by refuſing it : 

Thus then I tear me from thy hopes for ever. 

Shall I contribute to Alonzo's crimes? 

No, tho? the life-blood guſhes ſrom my beart. 

You ſhall not be aſham'd of Leonora, 

Ot, that late time may put our names together. 
Nay, never ſhrink ; take back the bright example 

Lou lately lent : O take it while you may; 
While Ic can give it you, and be immortal. [Exit, 

- ALonzo. 
She 8 gone, and I ſhall ſee that face no more; 
But pine in abſence, and till death adore. 

When with cold dew my fainting brow is hung, 

And my eyes darken, from my fault'ring tongue, 

Her name will tremble in a feeble moan, | 
And Love, with Fate, divide my dying groan. 


{ 


Enter Manu EL and ZANGA. 


%%% ß GAHDS. 


F this be true, I cannot blame your pain 
For wretched Carlos; tis but human in you. 
But when arriv'd your diſmal news ? 


. MANUEL. e fn 
F This hour. 


Zan 


4. 


: N- $ 
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« Zanca. 
What, not a veſſel fay'd? 
ManveL. 
All, All, * fornd 
Sa; and now, er his late envy'd fortune, 
The dolphin's bound, and cd mountains roar, 
Triumphant i in his ruin. 
ZANGA. 
5 Is Alvarez 
"PAWS d to deny his daughter to him? a 
That treaſure was on ſhore; muſt that too join 
The common wreck ? | 
MAN uE. 
Alvarez pleads 15186 
That Leh heart is difinclin . | 
And pleads that only ; ſo it was this morning, 
When he concurr'd : The tempeſt broke the match, 
And ſunk his favour, when it ſunk the gold: 
The love of gold is double in his heart ; „ I 
The vice of age, and of Alwvares too. N 5 5 
ZAN OA. . 2 
How does Don Carlos bear it? 8 19 
MANUEL. 
Like a man, 
Whoſe heart feels moſt a human heart can feel, 
And er beſt a human head can reaſon. 
| nen. 
But is 1 then i in abſolute deſpair? 
Manwvzr. 
Never to ſee his Leonora more: 
And, quite to quench all future hope, Alvares 
9 Alonzo to eſpouſe his daughter 
This very ys ; for he has learnt their loyes. 


G 2 2 
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X : Zanca. 
Ha! was not that receiv d with ecſtaſy 
By Don Monze 7 „ 
- Manver. 


, 5 * at firſt ; but ſoon _ 
A damp came o'er him 3 it would kill his Glens. 
Zane. 
Not if his friend conſented ; and fince now 
_e can't Aimſelt * het——— 
5  Manver. 


ie fi Wd 3 it 
Has ſomething 3 to a generous mind; 
At leaſt Alonzo's ſpirit ſtartles at it. 
Wide is the diſtance between our deſpair, 
And giving up a miſtreſs to another. 
But I muſt leave you. Carlos ONT. 


In his ſevere affliction. 1 Os [Exit Manuel 


Zane. „ 

| 5 Ha! 5 darn eee, 
It riſes to me like a new- found world . : 

To mariners long time diftreſs'd at ſea, 

Sore from a ſtorm, and all their viands ſpent ;j—— 

Or like the ſun juſt riſing out of chaos, 

Some dregs of antient night not quite purg'd off: 

But T ſhall finiſh it—Ho! Mg? " RE 

„ nter label. 

9 . of dying 3 better things come forward ; 
Vengeance is ſtill alive; from her dark covert, 

With all her ſnakes erect upon her creſt, 

| She ftalks in view, and fires me with her charms, 
When, ee, arriy'd- Don Carlos here ?, 

ISABELLA. | 


Two night ago. J e e 


N- 


Say, did he ſee, that night, his Leonora? 


Two nights ago, my father's ſacred ſhade 
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ANA. 45 
That was the very night 
Before the eee ſet down that; 
It has the eſſence of a crocodile, 
Tho' yet but in the ſhell—P'll give it birth— 
What time did he return 3 
FEC 
At midnight. 
ZANGA. 


ISABELLA. 

No, my good meg, RE, 
ö ZANGA. 

No matter—Tell me, woman, 


18 not Alonzo rather brave than cautious ; 
Honeſt than ſubtle ; above fraud himſelf; | 


vlow therefore to ſuſpe i it in another ? 
ISABELLA. 


You beſt can Judge ; but ſo the world thinks of him. 


2Ax A. 
Why that is well Go fetch my tablets hither. 
| : [Exit Ifabella. 


Thrice ſtalk d around my bed, and ſmil'd upon me; 
He ſmil'd, a joy then little underſtood- 
It muſt be ſo—and if ſo, it is vengeance 


Worth waking of the dead for. 


| Re-enter Iſabella with the tablets. Zanga writes ; 
then reads as to bimPelf. 


Thus it ſtand 


The Babe 8 5 Carlos cannot wed 


Alonzs oor. that will hurt his friend _ | 
OF 3 | Nor 


* 
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Nor can he aſk his leave If he did. 
Hle might not gain it It is hard to give 
Our own conſent to ills, tho we muſt bear them. — 
Were it not then a maſter-piece, worth all 
The wiſdom I can boaſt, firſt to perſuade 
Alonzo to requeſt it of his friend, + 
His friend to grant—then, from that very grant, 
The ſtrongeſt proof of friendſhip man can give, 
(And other motives) to work out a cauſe 
Of jealouſy, to rack Alonzo's peace ? 
I have turn'd ver the catalogue of woes, 
Which ſting the heart of man, and find none equal: 
It is the Hydra of calamities; © 
The ſeven-fold death: The jealous u are the PTE) 
O jealouſy, each other paſſion's calm 
To thee, thou conflagration of the ſoul! 


Thou king of torments ! thou grand counterpaize 5] 
For all the tranſports beauty can inſpire! 5 1 
ISABELLA. 
Alonzo comes this way. ? 
Ax A. ME 
Moſt opportu "oY 1 
| Withdraw—Ye ſubtle ere which reſide [Ex. Ifa. 
In courts, and do your work with bows and ſmiles, 1 
That little engin'ry, more miſchievous v 
Than fleets and armies, and the cannon' 8 murder, 
Teach me to look a lye; give me your maze A 
Of gloomy thought, and intricate defign, 
To catch the man I and then devour. 
— Enter Alonzo. v 
My lord, I give you joy 1 8 F 


As o N- T 


* 


Alon | 's 2 
Of what, good Zange Py 


ZAR GA. - 


wa not. the lovely Leonora yours ? 


ALoNnzo. 


| What will become of Carlos? 


ZAN OA. | 
| : | He's your friend; 
And ſince he cav't eſpouſe the fair himſelf, 


Will take ſome comfort from Alonso 8 fortune. 


ALON ZO. 
Alas thou little know'ſt the force of love 5 


Love reigns a ſultan with unrivall'd ſway, 


Puts all relations, friendſhip ſelf, to death, 


If once he's jealous of it I love Carlos; 


Yet well I know what pangs I felt this morning 
At his intended nuptials: For myſelf 


I then felt pains, which now for him I feel. 


ZAN GA. 
You will not wed her then? 
P66 e | 
| FR 3 . 
Inſult his broken heart the very moment! 
ZANGA.. 


1 underſtand you : But you'll wed hereafter, 
When your friend's gone, and his firſt pain aſſuag d? 


ALoN zo. 
Am It to blame for that ? 
ZANGA. 
My lord, Flove 
Your very errors ; they are born from virtue: 
Your friendſhip (and what nobler paſſion claims 
The heart 7) does lead you blindfold to your ruin. 
. G 4 Conſider, 
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Conſider, wherefore did Alvarez break 


Don Carlos match, and wherefore urge Alonzo 7 


was the ſame cauſe; the love of wealth: To- mor- 


May ſee Alonzo in Don Carlos fortune; (row. 


A higher bidder is a better friend ; 

And there are princes ſigh for Leonora. 

When your friend's gone, you'll wed ; hs then the 
Which gives you Leonora now, will ceaſe. (cauſe, 
Carlos has loſt her; ſhould you loſe her too, 


Why then you heap new torments on your friend, 


By that reſpe& which. labour'd to relieve him- 


'Tis 1 he is diſturb'd; it makes him pauſe. [ Afrde. 


— ALonzo. 


Think thou, my Zan ga, ſhould I aſk "OY Carle, 
His goodneſs will conſent that I ſhould wed her * 
| Zanca. 

I A it would. 
155  ALonzo. | 
But then the cruelty 
To * it; and for me to aſk it of him! g 


ZANGA. 


Methinks, you are ſevere upon your friewd : 
Who was it it gave him liberty and life ? 


ALON zo. 


That i is the very reaſon which forbids it: 


Were 1 a ſtranger, I could freely ſpeak: 


In me, it fo reſembles a demand, 
e of a er, it ſhocks my nature. 


ZAN GA. 


My lord, you know the ſad alternative. 
Is Leonora worth one pang, or not? 


It hurts not me, my lord, but as I love you; 
8 Warmly 


ly 


TRAGEDY: ug 


Warmly as you, I wiſh Don Carlos well; - 


But I am likewiſe Don Alongo's friend: 
There all the difference lies between us two: 


In me, my lord, you hear another ſelf, 


And, give me leave to add, a better too, | 
Clear'd from thoſe errors, which, tho' caus'd by virtue, 


Are ſuch as may hereafter give you pain. 
Don Lopez, of Caſtile, would not demur thus. 


| ALoNz0. 8 
Periſh the name What! ſacrifice hs fair 
To age and illneſs, becauſe ſet in gold ? 


Fil to Don Carlos, if my heart will let me: 


I have not ſeen him ſince his ſore affliction; 8 
But ſhunn'd it, as too terrible to bear: 


How ſhall I bear i it now? I'm ſtruck already. A Al- 


i 
Half my works is 1 I muſt ſecure 
Don Carlos, ere Alonzo ſpeaks with him. 
[He gives a meſſage to a ſervant, then returns. 
Proud, hated Spain ! oft drench'd in Mooriſh blood; 
Doſt thou not feel a deadly foe within thee ? 


Shake not thy tow'rs where-e'er I paſs along, 


Conſcious of ruin, and their great en ? 


Shake to. the centre, if Alonzo s dear. 


Look down, O holy prophet ! ſee me torture 
This Chriſtian dog, this infidel, which dares _ 
To ſmite thy votaries, and ſpurn thy law ; 

And yet hopes pleaſure from too radiant eyes, 
Which look as they were lighted up for thee ! | 
Shall he enjoy thy paradiſe below? _ 

Blaſt the bold thought, and curſe him with her charms. 
But ſee the melancholy Lover comes. 

. Go; i Enter 
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6 thou haſt cold me lies from day to FOR | 
For more than twenty years; vile promiſer ! i. 
None here are happy, but the very fool, 

Or very wiſe ; and want fool enough, 

To ſmile in vanities, and hug a ſhadow ; 

Nor have I wiſdom to elaborate 

An artificial happineſs from pains: | 

Evꝰ n joys are pains, becauſe they cannot laſt.  [Sighs. 
Yet much is talk'd of bliſs; it is the art 
Of ſuch as have the world in their poſſeſſion, -- 

To give it a good name, that fools may envy 3 

For envy to ſmall minds is flattery. - | 
How. many lift the head, look gay, and mile, 
Againſt their conſciences? And this we know 
Yet, knowing, diſbelieve ; and try again f 


What we have try'd, and ſtruggle with GonviStion.; __ 


Each new experience gives the former credit, 
And reverend grey Threeſcore is work a n, 
That Thirty ppp us „„ ee e RA 
ez Re 8 Zane.” „„ TH 
F857 My ac lord, 
I mourn your fate But are no hopes firing 8 
99701 97 eee 


No hopes. Alvarez has a heart of ſteel: = 


"Tis fit; tis paſt ; tis abſolute deſpair. 
ee awe: 7 | 
| You FE not to have your heart made tender | 
By your own — to feel a friend's dikrefs. 22 
„Enns $443 
1 ee you vel. Alonso loves; IS 


1 pity him. | n Zaun- 


3 


Yet he has other thoughts. 


Ha! if he weds, 1 am undone indeed: 


AT RAGE DV. 
e 
I dare be ſworn you de: 


CARLOS. 


What canſt thou 3 


Z AN GA. 
Indeed he hs ; and face to alk. a favour, 
A ftranger from a ſtranger might requeſt; 
What coſts you Nothing, yet is All to him: 
Nay, what indeed will to your glory add, 
For Wee more than wiſhing your friend well. 

og CARLOS. 

I pray 5 plan: His happineſs,is mine. 

ZAN GA. 


He loves to death; | but ſo reveres his friend, 
He can't perſuade his heart to wed the maid, 


Without your leave, and that he fears to aſk 
In perfect tenderneſs: I urg'd bim to it, 
Knowing the deadly ſickneſs of his heart, 


Your overflowing goodneſs to your friend, 


Your wiſdom, and deſpair yourſelf to wed her ; 


I wrung a promiſe from him he would try; 


And now I come a mutual friend to both, 
Without his privacy, to let you know it, © 


And to prepare you kindly to receive him. 


CARLos. 


Not Don Alvares ſelf can then relieve me. 
ZAN GA. 


Alas! my lord, you know his heart is 3 
Tis fert; ; His paſts 3 I abſolute deſpair. 


: CarLos. 
o cruel heav'n! and is it not enough 


* *. 
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That I muſt never, never ſee her more? 
Say, is it not enough that I muſt die; 
But muſt I be tormented in the grave * 
Aſk my conſent !—Muft I then give her to him FE 
Lead to his nuptial ſheets the bluſhing maid ? 
O!] Leonora ! never, never, never! 3 
ZAN GA. [Afede. ] IT 
A lives of plagues upon him ! He refuſes. 
+ CARLOS. 
What! wed her? ———and to-day > 


ZAN GA. 


Today,” or never : 
To-morrow may ſome wealthier lover bring, 
And then Alonzo is thrown out like you ; 
Then whom ſhall he condemn for his misfortune ? 
Cares | is an Alvarez to his love. | 
Coe : | 
O . whither ſhall I turn? i > 
| HANG ns : 1 
3 peace. 
enn . 
Which i is the e way? 
ZAaNnGa. | 5 
„ bappineſs is yours. \ 
| I dare not diſbelieve mou. „ I 
CaRLos, 
1 Kill my friend! | 
Or worſe Alas! and can there be a worſe — 
7:8 worſe there is! nor can my nature bear 1 it. 
| ZA OA. | 
| You have convinc'd me, tis a dreadful taſk. 
I find Alongo's quitting her this morning, 
For Carlos ſake, in tenderneſs to you, 


55588 


Betray d | 
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Betray'd me to believe i it leſs ſeyere ; | 
Than I perceive it is. 
Ga As! 
© Thou doſt opbruid me. 
ZA GA. | 
No, my good lord; but ſince you can't comply. 
'Tis my misfortune that I mention'd it; 

For had I not, Alonzo would indeed 

Have dy'd, as now ; but not by your decree. | 

CaRLos. 6 


— 


By my 1 Do I decree his death REY 
I do hall I then lead her to his arms? 

O! which ſide ſhall I take ? be ftabb'd? or—ſtab?. 
'Tis equal death, a choice of agonies. 
Ah, no! all other agonies are eaſe 
To one—O Leonora Never, never! 

Go, Zanga, go; defer the dreadful trial, 
Tho' but a day; ſomething perchance may happen 
To ſoften all to friendſhip, and to love: 

Go; ſtop my friend; let me not ſee blow now; 

But ſave us from an interview of death. 


ZAN GA. | 
My load, Pm bond in duty to obey you— | 
If I not bring him, may Alonzo proſper. Aide. | 
EN EE (Rove Zang: 
CarLos. 


What is this world ?—Thy ſchool, 0 miſery! 
Our only leſſon is to learn to ſuffer ; | 
And he who knows not that, was born for nothing. 
Tho' deep my pangs, and heavy at my heart, 
My comfort is, each moment takes away 


A Sn at . from the dead load that's on me, 
And 
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And gives a nearer proſpect of the grave. 

But put 1t moſt ſeverely—ſhould live 
Live long——Alas! there is no length in time; 
Not in thy time, O man ! What's fourſcore years? 

_ Nay, what indeed the age of time itſelf, 

Since cut from out eternity's wide round ? 

Away then. To a mind reſolv'd and wile, 

There is an impotence in miſery, | 


Which makes me ſmile, when all its ſhafts are in me. 


Yet, Leonora She can make time long ; ; 
Its nature alter, as ſhe alter d mine: 
While in the luſtre of her charms I lay, 
Whole ſummer ſuns roll'd unperceiv'd away ; 
I years for days, and days for moments told, 
And was ſurpriz'd to hear that I grew old; 
Nov fate does rigidly its dues regain,” 
And every moment is an age of pain. 
4s by is going out, Enter ZANGa and ALONZO. 24 N= 
Ga flaps CaxLos. | 
5 en 
Is this Don Carlos? This the boaſted friend? 
How can you turn your back upon his ſadneſs ? 
Look on him; and then leave him, if you can. 
Whoſe ſorrows thus depreſs him? Not his own: 
This moment he could wed, without your leave. 
5 Gn 
I cannot yield, nor can I bear his griefs, 


ns; ! Dans: to him, and ! bis band f 
ieee Arenze., e ene od ho” 
Di, 


- Pray, forbear 


5 


[- 


Which wounds alone ſhould cauſe me to condemn thee; 
They plead in thy excule ; for I too ſtrove 


A 'T RAGE D 1 135 
15. ALonz o! . „ 
Art cds 3 and ſhall Alonzo Guile?" 


Alonzo ! who perhaps in ſome degree | ech A 
Contributed to cauſe thy dreadful fate ? - 16/1 


I was deputed guardian of thy love; ita Sl? 


But, O! I lov'd myſelf. Pour dowh, Mie 


On this devoted head; make me your mark; 


And be the world by my example taught, 
How 157 95 it ſhould hold the name of ae 
Few ed} Dede b Anka A 


Vou thigh yourſelf unjuſtly; well 1 lame 15 
The only cauſe of my ſevere affliction. 5 r 7 ” Hind? 


Alvarez, curs'd Alvarez———So much es 
Felt for ſo ſmall a failure, is one merit 


Which faultleſs virtue wants. The crime was pores | 
Who plac'd thee there, where only thou could'ſt fail; ; 
| Tho! well I knew. that dreadful: poſt of honour |. 


I gave thee to maintain. Ah!! who could bear 
Thoſe eyes unhurt? The wounds myſelf have felt, 


To ſhun thoſe fires, and found”? tas: not in man. 
27: „ Ap n TH „ þ oft 
You caſt i in e the failures . a 1 RIP. it AA 
And ſoften all; but think not you deceive me: 
I know my guilt; and I jmplore your denden, 
As the ſole glimpſe I can ut of peace. 
CAxLos. 

pardon for him who, but this pr POR Few... Ty 
Fair Leonora from his heart, all bath dd $ at 
In ceaſeleſs tears, and bluſhing with her Jove?, 
Whey! likes roſerload,: wet with morning dew. 3. tt 

855 Would 


* 
r 
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Would have ſtuck cloſe, and clung for ever dere? 

But twas in thee, thro' fondneſs to thy n 
To ſhut thy boſom againſt ecſtaſies 
For which, whilſt this pulſe beats, it beats to dee, 
| While this blood flows, it flows for . aue 
And e wiſh is levell'd at thy joy. EX 
ZAN GA. [To 8 
h My lord, my lord, this is your time to peak. 

Aro O. [To Zanga.] Bas 1 

Shemale he's kind ? It therefore is the . 

For tis his kindneſs which I fear to hurt: | 
Shall the ſame moment ſee him fink in woes, »: 
And me providing for a flood of joys, 

Rich in the plunder of his happineſs ? 

No ; 1 1 ped die; but ] can never ſpeak. | i 
Canes. LA!) 
3 now it comes! they are concerting it; 1 

The firſt word ſtrikes me dead O Leonora 7 ; 

And ſhall another taſte her fragrant breath ? £39 

Who knows what after-time may bring to paſs ? 

Fathers pgs change, and I may wed her ſtill. 
f  ALonzo. [To Zanga.] 

Do Lo not re him quite poſſeſs'd with ou 
Which, like a dæmon, writhes him to and fro ; ! 

And ſhall I pour in new? No, fond defire; 
No, love! One pang at' parting, and ener TOR 

1 have no other love but Carlos now. ! 

CaRLos. 
Alas, my friend! why, with ſuch. eager gran, 
Doft bees = hand, and weep upon m/ cheek? 
Aronzo: 2. 505 
If, after deb, o our bolt (as ſome e believe) 5 
F —_ | Hz 


717... 9 7 lt hs 
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Shall be tranſparent, naked every thought, 
And friends meet friends, and read each other's hearts, 
Thow'lt on, one _ that thou waſt held moſt der. 


Fare wel. 


137 


8 
Alonzo, ſtay— He cannot ſpeak— ¶ Holds bim. 
Left it ſhould grieve me Shall I be out-done? 
And loſe in glory, as I loſe in love? [Afide. 
I take it much unkindly, my Alonzo, 
You think ſo meanly of me, not to ſpeak, 
When, well I know, your heart is near to burſting. 
Have you forgot how you have bound me to you? 
Your ſmalleſt friendſhip's liberty and life. 
AloOoNzO. | 
7 There, there it is, my friend ; it cuts me there. 
How dreadful is it, to a generous mind, 
To aſk, when ſure it cannot be deny'd ! 
CARLOS. 
How greatly thought! In all he tow'rs above me. [ fide. | 
Then you confeſs you would aſk uy of me. 
 ALonzo, 


No, on my ſoul. | PLIES 
Zanca. [To Alonzo.] 
Then loſe her. 
CarLos. 
Glorious ſpirit ! 
Why, what a pang bas he run through for this! 
By heav'n, 1 envy him his agonies. 
Why was not mine the moſt illuſtrious lot, 
Of ſtarting at one action from below, N 
And flaming up into conſummate greatneſs? 
Ha! Angels, ſtrengthen me ! It ſhall be fo— _ 
7 | F 


I cannot wed— 
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I can't want ſtrength. Great actions, once conceiy'd, 


Strengthen like wine, and animate the ſoul, 
And call themſelves to being. [4fide.] My Alonzo ! 
Since thy great ſoul diſdains to make requeſt, 
Receive with favour that I make to thee. 


| | | » ALONTO:-- 
What means my Carlos? 
| e 
. . Pray obſerve me all; 


Fate and Alvares tore her from my heart; 


And, plucking up my love, they had well nigh 


Pluck d up life too; for they were twin'd together: 
Of that no more. What now does reaſon bid ? 
—Farewel, my happineſs ; 
But, O my ſoul! with care provide for hers: 
In life, how weak, how helpleſs, is a woman! 
Soon hurt, in happineſs itſelf unſafe, 5 
And often wounded, while ſhe plucks the roſe ; ; 
So properly the object of affliction, 
That heav'n is pleas'd to make diſtreſs become her, 
And dreſſes her moſt amiably in tears. 
Take then my heart in dowry with the fair ; 
Be thou her guardian, and thou muſt be mine; 
Shut out the thouſand preſſing ills of life 5 
With thy ſurrounding arms Do this; and then 
Set down the liberty and life thou gav'ſt me 
As little things, as eſſays of thy goodneſs, 
And rudiments of friendſhip ſo divine. 
Fg ALONZ0. 

There is a grandeur i in thy goodneſs to me, 
Which with thy foes would render thee ador'd : 

But have a care; nor think I can be pleas'd 


With 


CZ a, Coe: ode $i Sw 


6 


* 


2G TRAGEDE” 
With any thing that lays in pains for the: 
Thou doſt nn. and thy heart's in tears. | 
ASH; 
My heart's Sin health, my-ſpirits dance their WENN 
And at =P eye pies looks out in os; 


7 ALonzo.. | ; 
And canſt thou, canſt thou part with Leonora P.. 1 
| Cuno. 3 
I do not part with her ; I give der thee. / | | 
q: ALONZo. 
Oo Carine ! 
_ CaxLos. 


Don't diſtruſt me; Pm ſincere ; 
Nor is it more than ſimple juſtice in me : | 
This morn didſt thou reſign her for my ſake ; 
but perform a virtue learnt from thee; 
Diſcharge a debt, and pay her to thy wiſhes. | 
ALonzo. © 
Ah! how? But think not words were ever made 
For ſuch occaſions : Silence, tears, embraces, 
Are languid eloquence : Fll ſeek relief | 9, 
In abſence from the pain of ſo much goodneſs; ' | 
There thank the bleſt above, thy ſole ſuperiors, 
Adore, _ raiſe my thoughts of them by thee. [Exit. 
_ Zanca. [Afide.] 1 
Thus far fas; has crown'd my boldeſt hope: 
My next care is, to haſten theſe new nuptials ; 
And then my maſter-works begin to play. | | 
Why this was greatly done, without one SO 1750 0 Car. . 1 
To carry ſuch a glory to its perio. {= . 
on gt) 
Too ſoon thou praiſeſt me. He's gone; and nor 
I muſt 
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I I muſt unſluice my over burden'd' heart, 
And let it flow: I would not grieve my friend 
With tears, nor interrupt my great deſign ; 
Great, ſure, as ever human breaſt durſt think of. 
But now my ſorrows, long with pain ſuppreſt, 
Burſt their confinement with impetuous ſway, 
O'erſwell all bounds, and bear een life away: 
So, till the day was won, the Greek renown'd, 
With anguiſh, wore the arrow in his wound ; 
Then drew the ſhaft from out his tortur'd fide, 
| Let guſh the torrent THER his blood, and dy'd. 
| | [Exeunt. 


ACT III. 8 © ENE Wo 


Enter Zanca and ISABELLA, 


Zanch. | 


Jay, thou welcome ftranger ! totes FOR years | 
I have not felt thy vital beam; but now 
It warms my veins, and plays around my heart 1 

A fiery inſtinct lifts me from the ground, 

And I could mount The ſpirits numberleſs 

Of my dear countrymen, which yeſterday 

Left their poor bleeding bodies on the _ 2 


' Are all aſſembled here, and o'er inform me.— 


Oo pes great indeed thy preſent bliſs; 3 
Yet ev'n by me unenvy' d; for be ſure 


"| It is thy laſt, thy laſt ſmile, that which now _ 


| Sits on 1 cheek ; 3 enjoy it while thou may'ft ; 
| Aubin, 


TCC 
Anguiſh, and groans, and death, r to-morrow. 
25 en f 
„ef. 822 
What commands m Moor A 
LANGA. | 
My fair ally! my lovely miniſter! 5 
T was well Alvarez, by my arts impel' d, E 
(To plunge Don Carlos in the laſt deſpair, 
And ſo prevent all future moleſtation) 
Finiſh'd the nuptials ſoon as he reſoly'd them ;- 
This condud ripen'd all for me, and ruin. 
Scarce had the prieſt the holy rite perform'd, 
When I, by facred inſpiration, forg'd - 
That letter, which ] truſted to thy hand; 
That letter, which, in glowing terms, conveys, 
From happy Carlos to fair Leonora, 
The moſt profound acknowlegement of heart 
For wond'rous tranſports, which he never knew. 
This is a good ſubſervient artifice, 
To aid the nobler workings of my brain. 
; n 
[ quickly dropt i it in the bride's apartment, 
As you: commanded. 5 | 
By: ZA. $1.94 
| With a lucky 1 RY 
For: ſoon Alonzo found i it. I obſerv'd him 
From out my ſecret ſtand :' He took it up; 
But ſcarce was it unfolded to his ſight, 
When he, as if an arrow pierc'd his eye, 
Started, and, trembling, dropt it on the ground. 
Pale and aghaſt awhile my victim ſtood, 
W a ſigh or two, and puff d them from him: 
| I 
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I ben rubb'd his brow, and took it up again: 
At firſt he look'd as if he meant to read it; 
But, check d by riſing fears, he cruſh'd it thus; 
And thruſt it, the an adder, in his boſom. 
ISABELLA. 
But if he ad it not} it cannot ſting bim; 3 
At leaſt not e 1 
ZANGA. 
At firſt 1 thought de fog © 
But farther thought informs me otherwiſe, 
And turns this diſappointment to account. 
He more ſhall credit it, becauſe unſeen, 5 ; 
at tis unſeen) as thou anon may'ſt find. 
| ISABELLA. 
That would indeed commend my Zange's gl. 
: GANG. > 
This, Iſabella, i is Don Carlos picture; 
Take it, and fo diſpoſe of it, that, found, 
It may riſe up a witneſs of her love, 
Under her pillow, in her cabinet, 
Or OR, © as ſhall beſt promote our end. 
ISABELLA. A 
PII weigh it as its a——— requires; 
Then do 1 utmoſt to deſerve your ſmile. Exit. lab. a 
Zana. 
Is that Alonzo proſtrate on the ground ?— 
How he ſtarts up like flame from ſleeping embers, 
And wild diſtraction glares from either eye. 
If thus a flight ſurmiſe can work his ſoul, 
| How will the ann * _ a e tear him! 


* * 
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Enter ALonzo. ee on” 
ALoNzo. 

And yet it cannot be am deceiv'd 

I injure her: She wears the face of hear n. 


Zanca. Ade 


 ALonzo. 
I dare not look on this again : 


Ik the ft glance, which gave ſuſpicion only, 


Had ſuch effect, ſo ſmote my heart and brain, 

The certainty would daſh me all in pieces. | 

It cannot —Tla it muſt, it muſt be true. kae | 
Zanca. [Afide.] 8 

Hold ha and we ſucceed. He has deſery'd me, 

And (for he thinks I love him) will unfold 


His aching heart, and reft it on my counſel. 


Pll ſeem to go, to make my ſtay more ſure. 
ALONZO. £ 

Hold, Zanga ; turn. 5 

EE ZANGA. 

My lord. 

ALonzo. 

| Shut cloſe 40 door, 

790 not a ſpire f. find an entrance here. | 


 Zanca- 
| My lord's obey'd. 
ATE | ALonzo. 
Il ſee that thou art frighted: 
If thou doſt love me, I ſhall fill * heart 

With I 82 | 

ZANGA. 0 

If T do love, my lord? 5 
„ _ _Aronzo. 


Come: near me; let me reſt upon oy boſort ; (What 


— 


9 . TO Re OE Sn 


aber * 


þ 
: 
2 
: 
1 


| For I am ſick at heart. 


ALONZO. | | 
Think, think no more ; "FRE 
It ne'er can enter in an honeſt . 3 
I'll tell thee then——T cannot Yet I do, 
By waning force. to give it utterance. 
ZANGA. 


| Speak 3 eaſe your heart ; its throbs will | break your 


See, DP, 1 . 8 
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(What pillow like the boſom of a friend ') 


ZANGA. 

Speak, Sir, O ſpeak, | 
And take x me from the rack. 

"ALonzo. 
And is there need 

Of a ? Behold a wonder | See my tears! 

ZAN GA. 
1 feel them too: Heav'n grant my ſenſes fail me! 


1 rather would loſe them, than have this real, 


AON ZzO. 
Go, take a round thro' all things i in thy thought, 
And find that one; for there is only one 
Which could extort my tears ; find that, and tell 
n =p mis 20 and ſpare me the pain, = - 
ZaN GA. 
I am bewilder d; 


r 4 can . but ill 
1 know not where I am. 


ALONZO. Fn 
1 am moſt happy; mine is victory, 
Mine the king's favour, mine the nation's ſhout, _ 
And great men make their fortunes of my ſmiles. 
O curſe of curſes ! In the lap of bleſſing _ 
To be moſt curſt! My Leonora's falſe! 
| Zanca. 


A TRAGEDY. RAE. 
| YO Oi 9: 
My Leonor s falſe. [Gives him the letter. 
ZANGA. 
Then hear n has loſt its image here on earth. 
While Langa reads the letter, be ROT, and ſhews ; 
the utmoſt concern. 
ALONZO. | | 
Gens man! He- makes my pains * own, 
durſt not read it; but I read it now 
la thy concern. oY 
e | ZANGA. 
Did you not read it then 2 
ALoNzo. 
Mine eye juſt touch'd it, and could bear no more. 
Zanca. [Tears the letter. * 
Thus ps all that gives Alonzo pain. 
_ © ALonzo. 
Why didft thou tear it ? 
| ZANGA. 
Think of it no more: | 
'Twas your miſtake, and groundleſs are your fears. 79 
AroNzo. 
And didſt thou tremble then for my miſtake ? 
Or give the whole contents; or, by the pangs 
That feed upon my heart, thy life's in PO. 
our ZAN GA. 
ſom. s this * - language to his Zanga? 
Draw forth your” ſword, and find the ſecret here : 
For whoſe ſake is it, think you, I conceal it? 
Wherefore this rage ? Becauſe I ſeek your peace ; 
have no intereſt in ſuppreſſing it, 
But what good-natur'd tenderneſs for you 


Wi Obliges me to have. Not mine the heart 
on- Voi * 


£4 


"a 


R 
<> —_— „ I 
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That will be rent in two; not mine the fine 
a will be damn'd, tho” all the world ſhould now) it 


5 What has the raſhneſs of my paſſion utter d? 
I know not what; but rage is our diſtraction, 


What is a letter? Letters may be forg'd. 
For heav'n's ſweet ſake, my lord, lift up your bat 
Some foe to your repoſe 


| Away ; you can find none : Hanne your ſpirit, . 


ALONz0. 
Then my wort fears are true, and life is paſt. | 


ANA. 


And all its words are wind Vet, ſure, I chink, 
J nothing own'd—But grant I did confeſs ; : 


ALONZO, 
S heav'n look on me, 


As JI can 5 find the 1 man 1 have offended. 


N 


| Indeed! ! [46 5d] —Our | innocence is not our ſhield : 


They take offence, who have not been offended ; 


They ſeek our ruin too, who ſpeak us fair; 
And death is often ambuſh'd in their ſmiles. 
We know not whom we have to fear. Tis certain, 


A letter may be forg'd ; and in a point 

Of ſuch a dreadful conſequence as this, 

One would rely on nought that might be falſe— 
Think ; have you any other cauſe to doubt her? 


All's well gain. 1 

1 ' ALonzo. 

O that it were! 
598 ZAN GA. 


For who would credit that, which, _ 
| "Make 


Makes 


That full in x oppolition to appearance 


Makes hell Hits by a bai, 
Without ſuch proofs as cannot be withſtood? 


Has ſhe not ever been to virtue train d? 
Is not her fame as ſpotleſs as the ſun, 


Her ſex's envy, and the boaſt of Spain ? 
ALOoNZo. 
O 2 It is that confounds me moſt, 


Zana. | 15 


No more, my lord ; for you condemn yourſelf 


What is abſurdity, but to believe 
Againſt appearance ?—You can't yet, I find, | 
Subdue your paſſion to your better ſenſe q— PQ—— 
And, truth to tell, it does not much diſpleaſe me: 
'Tis fit our indiſcretions ſhould be check'd, 
With ſome degrees of pain. 
ALoNzo. 
What indiſcretion ? 

| | ZAN OA. : 
Come, you muſt bear to hear your faults from me. 
Had you not ſent Don Carlos to the court 


The night before the battle, that foul are; 


Who forg'd the ſenſeleſs ſcroll which gives you bein, 


Had wanted i for his villainy. 8 

| ALonzo. + tne” FOO OR 

I ſent him not. | 
| Zanca. | Sk 

Not ſend him Ha That ſtrikes me. 5% 

thought he came on meſſage to the king: es 5 

Is there another cauſe could juſtify © 


His n danger, a and the promis d fight 3 1 
: = = But 
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But I perhaps may think too rigidly; ; 


_ long an abſence, and impatient love———— 


AL onzo. 
In my confuſion, that had quite  eſcap'd me: 
By heav'n my wounded ſoul does bleed afreſh ; 


_*Tis clear as day for Carlos is ſo brave, 
He lives not but on fame, he hunts for danger, % 
And is enamour'd of the face of death : | 
How then could he decline the next day s battle, 
But for the tranſports ?—O,. it muſt be ſo 
Inhuman, by the loſs of his own honour, 
935 buy the ruin of his friend ! 
ZaN OA. | 24 
You wrong him : 
He knew not of your love. e 
ALONz0. 


„„ 
Zanca. [Afide. ] 
Ik̃hat ſtings home. 
| | ALonzo. | 
Indeed, the knew not cf my treacherous love 
Proofs riſe on proofs, and ſtill the laſt the ſtrongeſt, 
Th eternal law of things declares it true, 
Which calls for judgments on diſtinguiſh'd guilt, 
And loves to make our crime our puniſhme! 
Love is my torture; Love was firſt my crime: 
For ſhe was his, my friend's, and he (O horror !) 
Confided all in me. O ſacred faith 
How dearly abide thy violation! 
| A 
Were then their loves far gone ? 


ALoN- 


ON- 


| Temptation ! jos 


My lord, I hope the beſt. 


A TRAGEDY. 149 
7  ALonzo. ney op] 
The father' 8 will 


There bore a total ſway ; and he, as ſoon 


As news arriv'd, that Carlos fleet was ſeen 
From off our coaſt; fir'd with the love of gold, 
Determin'd, that the very ſun which ſaw 


: Carlos return, ſhould ſee his daughter wed. 


ZANGA. 
Indeed, my lord! Then you muſt pardon 1 me, 
If I preſume to mitigate the crime: 
Conſider, ſtrong allurements ſoften guilt ; 
Long was his abſence, ardent was his love, 
At midnight his return, the next day deſtin'd 
For his eſpouſals— t. twas a ſtrong ene 

i Aronzo. 


 ZanGa. 
 *Twas but gaining of one night. 
Alo 20. 
One night! 
55 Zax dA. 
That crime could ne er return again. 
ALonzo. 
Again! By heav'n, thou doſt inſult thy lord. | 
Temptation! One night gain'd! O ſtings and death! 
And am I then undone ? Alas, my Zanga! 
And doſt thou own it too? Deny it till, 
And rec me one moment from diktraction. 
2A GA. 


ALonzo. 
Falſe, fooliſh hope, 


And inſolent to me ? Thou know ſt it falſe ; „ 


H 3 „ It 


. 1 + 


F 17 AIP = 
XI * * 
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It is as glaring as the noon-tide ſun. 

| OO, ; this morning after three years coldneſs, 

To ruſh at once into a paſſion for me ! 

"Twas time to feign ; *twas time to get another, 

When her firſt fool was ſated with her beauties. | 
e nee, 

What n my lord? Did Leonora then 

Never e diſcloſe her paſſion for __ ? 


| ALONzZ0. 
Never. | 
1” Raw: 
| Throughout the whole three years 7 


 ALoNnzo. 

| O never! never hs 
Why, "At ſhould'ſi chow firive ? 'Tis all in vain . 
Tho' thy ſoul labours, it can find no reed © 


For hope to catch at. Ah! Tm plunging down 
Ten thouſand thouſand fathoms in __ 5 


ZAN OA. 
Hold, Sir; ; PI break your fall Wave ev” ”ry 405 
And be a man again Had he enjoy'd her, 
Be moſt aſſur'd, he had refign'd her to you | 
With leſs reluctance. 
ALonzo. | 
Ha!] reſign her to me 


Refign ber Who reſign her Double death ! 


How could I doubt ſo long ? My heart is broke: 

Firſt W her to diſtraQtion-! then reſign her! 
+ ZANGA. 

But was it not with utmoſt agony 2: 

_ _ ALonzo. 
| Grant * he ſtill reſign'd her; that's enough. 
Would he pluck out his 11 to give it me ? | 

Tear 


* 
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Tear out his we ? —She was his heart no more 


Nor was it with reluctance he reſign'd her. 


By heav'n, he aſk d, he courted, me to wed : 
1 thought it ſtrange tis now no longer ſo. 


? ZAN GA. 
Was't his ee Are you right ſure of that ? 
fear the letter was not all a tale. 
ALON ZO. 


A tale! There's ; proof equivalent to fight. 


ZA GA. 


1 fhould diſtruſt my fight on this occaſion. 


ALONZO, 


And fo thonki 1; by haww'n, 1 aint Lees 
What, Leonora the divine, by whom 


We guelf, at angels? O! Fmall confuſion. 

. Zanca. 
You are now too much ruffled to think clearly. 
Since bliſs and horror, life and death, hang on it, 
Go to your chamber ; there ae weigh 
Each circumſtance ; conſider, above all, 
That it 1s jealouſy's peculiar nature 


To ſwell ſmall things to great; nay, out of nought 7 


To conjure much; and then to loſe, its reaſon 
Amid the hideous. phantoms it has form'd, 

. _- ALonzo. 
Had I ten thouſand lives, I'd give them all 
To be deceiy'd: I fear tis doomſday with me; 
And yet ſhe ſeem'd ſo pure, that L thought heav'n | 


| Borrow'd her form for virtue's ſelf to wear, 
To gain her lovers with the ſons of men. Exit Alon 


H 4 3 : Enter 


P N = 
: : 
% * 
11 
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Enter TSABELLA. | 
OS ENG TN 
Thus far it works auſpiciouſſy. My patient 
Thrives, underneath my hand, in miſery : 
He s gone to think ; ; that is, to be diſtracted. 
| IsABELLA. 
| IF 1 your conference, and ſaw you, 
1 To my amazement tear the letter. 
| ZANGA. 


i 


There, Iſabella, I out-did myſelf : 
| For tearing it, I not ſecure it only 
1 In its firſt force, but ſuperadd a new: 
| For who can now the character examine 
To cauſe a doubt, much leſs detect the fraud? 
1 And, after tearing it, as loth to.ſhew 
| The foul contents, if I ſhould ſwear it now. 
1 A forgery, my lord would diſbelieve me ; 

Nay, more would diſbelieve, the more I ſwore. 
But 1s the picture happily diſpos' d of f 


| ISABELLA. | 


There, 


It is. 3 
| ZAN GA. | 1 0 
That 8 AM what is well? O pang to think! 
O dire neceſlity | | Is this my province? 
| Whither, my ſoul, ah! whither art 00 ſunk 
Beneath thy ſphere? E'er while, far, far above 
ouch little arts, diſſemblings; falſhoods, frauds, - 
The traſh of villainy itſelf, which falls 
K cowards, and poor wretches wanting bread: 
Does this become a ſoldier? This become 
Whom armies follow'd, and a people lov'd ? 


Oy 


nk! 


s 
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My martial glory withers at the thought: 7 


But great my end ; and fince there are no other, 


Theſe means are juſt ; they ſhine with borrow'd light, 


llluſtrious from the purpoſe they purſue: 


And greater ſure my merit, who, to gain 

A point ſublime, can ſuch a taſk ſuſtain ; 

To wade thro' ways obſcene, my honour bend, 
And ſhock my nature, to attain my end: 

Late time ſhall wonder; that my joys will nile; z 

For wonder is involuntary praiſe. 


ACT W. Se 
Enter ALONZO and | = AN GA. 
ALowzo. 


What a pain to think! when every thought, 
Perplexing thought, in intricacies runs, 77 


: And reaſon knits th inextricable toil, 


In which herſelf is taken! I am loſt; .. 
Poor inſect that I am, I am involv'd, 
And bury'd in the web myſelf have t 


One argument is balanc'd by another, 


And reaſon reaſon meets in doubtful fight, 


And proofs are countermin'd by equal proofs. 


No more I'll bear this battle of the mind, 
This inward anarchy ; ; but find my wife, 


And, to her trembling heart ai: ments 
Force all the ſecret from her. 


His 1 dn "Zi. 


164 THE REVENGE. Tg 
1 5 | Zang, 


1 . | 0 forbear 1 
You t totter on n the very brink of ruin. 
IT ALonzo. 
What doſt thou V 
ZaxcA. [Afede. J 
That will diſcover all, 


B And kill my Bogen: : What can I think or do? 


7 1 
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| ALONzZo. 


Zan. 
Force the ſecret from ber! 
What 8 perjury to ſuch a crime as this ? 
Will ſhe confeſs it then ? O groundleſs hope ! 
" But reſt afſur'd, ſhe'll make this accuſation, 
Or falſe or true, your ruin with the king; 
Such i is her father's power. 

. . ALonzo. 4 
| No more; I care not: 
Rather than groan beneath this load, PH die. 

2x. 
But for what better will you change this lad? 
Grant you ſhould know i it, would not that be worſe ? 
| | ALonzo. | 
No; it would cure me of my mortal pangs; 
By hatred and contempt, I ſhould deſpiſe her; 
And all oy love-bred agonies would van. . 


5 Z AN GA. 
Ab! were 1 fure of that, my ond—— | 
| „ Aloxzo. | | 
; What then 1 
ZAN A. 


You thould not hats life to gain the ſecret. 


ALoN- 
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| ALonzo. 
What doſt thou mean ? Thou knowꝰſt Im on the rack: 
PII not be play'd with; ſpeak; if thou haſt aught, 
Or 1 this inſtant fly to Leonora. 
r 

pb hat | is to Neath. My lord, I am not yet 
Quite ſo far gone in guilt to ſuffer it; 

Tho' gone too far, heav'n knows. Tis Tam guily— 4 

I have took pains, as you. I know obſery'd, 

| To hinder you from diving in the ſecret, A 

And turn'd afide your thoughts from the qereQion, 

 ALonzo. 5 

Thou doſt confound me. 

knee. 
I confound myſelf; 

And frankly own, though to my ſhame I own it, 
Nought but your life in danger could have torn 
The ſecret out, and made me own my crime. 

agg * ALonzo.. 1 
Speak quickly ; ; Zanga, ſpeak.” 

Zane, 
Not yet, dread Sir : : 
F irſt I muſt_ be afaj'd; that if you find 
The fair one guilty, ſcorn, as'you aſſur'd me, c 
Shall conquers love and rage, and heal your VR: 
ALONZO. 


1 
Pee. Is * \ 
, * + <a 
$4 


0! 'twill, by heav'n. © 
| oe Zane. 
. Alas! 1 fear it much, 
And . can 1 ſo far; but I of this 
Exact your ſolemn oath, that you'll abſtain 
From all ſelf-violence, and ſave my lord. 


ALoN-. 
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| Axoxzo. 
1 trebly 1 
x . 1 
You'll bear it like a prin 4 
ALonzo. © 
e 0 
Zane. 


Such have you been to me; theſe tears confeſs i it z 
And pour'd forth miracles of kindneſs on me : 
And what amends is now within my pow'r, | 

But to confeſs, expoſe myſelf to juſtice, 

And, as a bleſſing, claim my * ? 

1 then, Don Carlos 


ALoNzo. 

| Oh! 

Zane. | 

Jou cannot bear it. 
„5 „„ 2 
Go on; * 3 it, tho' it blaſt mankind : 
| TY have it all, and inſtantly Go on. 
Z AN GA. 


; Don Carlos did return at dead of nigh — . 
Enter LEONORA. + 
Leonora. 5 
My lord Alonzo, you are abſent from us, 1 5 
And quite undo our joy. 
Alo zo. 
I'll come, my Love: 
Be not our friends deſerted by us both; 
m follow you this moment. 
Le ONORA. 


M good lord, 


1 do chin 3 4 eee | < 
Upon your brow. Aught hear you from * Moors? 
| -_ _ » ALONzZ0. 

No, my delight. | 
LO NORA. 
What then employ'd your mind 3 
ALONZo. 


Thou, love, and only thou ; ſo heav'n befriend me, 
As other thought can find no entrance here. | 
d LzONORA. 
How good i in you, my lord, whom nations cares 
Solicit, and a world in arms obeys, 
To drop one thought on me] 
ALox zo. [He ſhews the utmoſt | impatience. Þ 
| |  Dofft thou then yum it? 
LzONORA. 
the: you chen aſk i it? 
| ALonzo. | 
T Know then, to thy comfort, 
Thou haſt me all ; my throbbing heart is full 
With thee alone; Pve thought of nothing elſe ; 
Nor ſhall, I from my ſoul believe, till death. 
* life, our friends expect thee. - 
Leonor. | DD 
TI obey. lea Lebd! 
. ALonzo. | 
Is that the face of curs'd hypocriſy . 
If ſhe is guilty, ſtars are made of darkneſs, 
And beauty ſhall no more belong to heav- 1—— 
Don Carlos did return at dead of night : 
Mroceed, good Zanga ; fo thy tale began. 
e 
Don Carlos did return at dead of night; 


a” 


That 


þ ES 2 1 8 * 
wy > N 
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— 


| - Aroxzo. 
I trebly ſwear. 
pf LP ; 5 Zanca. 5 15 108 10h 
| You'll bear it like a Mw viz 7 ag 
Arxoxzo. 1 
| e. 
a | 


Such "wp you been to me ; theſe tears confeſs i it Eo” ä 
And pour'd forth miracles of kindneſs on me: | 
And what amends is now within my pow'r, 


But to confeſs, expoſe myſelf to juſtice, 
And, as a bleſſing, claim my e ? « 
Know me „Don Carls— , 

| ALoNzo. 
Ohl 
 ZanGa. RE f 
ou cannot hear 8 ' 
_ ALonzo. _ . 
Go on; I | it, tho' it blaſt mankind : "= 

| TI have it all, and inſtantly Go on. 7 

| ä v 

Don Carle did return at dead of night——— N 

Enter LEONORA. 
N N 
| Leonora. 
My lord Alonzo, you are abſent from us, 
* quite undo our joy. _ 
ALoNnzo. [En 1 1 
| | Pl come, my Love: | - 
Be not our friends deſerted by us both ; | 4 
In follow you this moment. 2 


| Leonor. 1 . 
Pr 


My good lord, 


DR A G E D Y: I57 
I do obſerve ſeverity of thought 
Upon m brow. Augght hear you from the Moers? 
| 904i KG O. | 
No, my delight. | 
LzonoRa. 
What then employ'd your mied 3 
AoRNzO. 
Thou, love, and only thou; ſo heav'n befriend me, 
As other I can find no entrance here. 
LEONORA. . 
How good i in you, my lord, whom nations c cares 
Solicit, and a world in arms obeys, 
To drop one thought on me 
ALonzo. [He ſhews the WO impatience 75 
Doſt thou then age it ch 
| ! Leonor. | 
Do * a2. alk it? 
Abd | 
„ Know then, to thy comfort, 
Thou haſt me all; my throbbing heart is full 
With thee alone; Pve thought of nothing elſe; 
Nor ſhall, I from my ſoul believe, till death. 
My life, our friends expect the. 
ue gs ONORA, | 
I obey. LEx. Lebt“ 
Atow NZO. 
Is that the 185 of curs'd hypocriſy ? 
If the is guilty, ſtars are made of darkneſs, 
And beauty ſhall no more belong to heay' —— 
Don Carlos did return at dead of nigbt. 
oa. good Zangs ; ſo thy tale began. 
e 
Don Carle did return at dead of alakss 3 


£ as © 


That 


A xxuſtling in an arbour that was near me: 
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That night, by chance (ill chance for me) did 1 
Command the watch that guards the palace gate: $7 7 
He told me he had letters for the 1 

| Diſpatch'd from you. _ ribs n 01/1 
5 Ann 3 N 
I ̃ be villain ly d. 


e | 
My le . 

| 9 pray eee at his x fight, 5 
After ſo long a bondage, and your friend, 
(Who could ſuſpect him of an artifice ?)? 
No farther Tenquir'd; but let him paſs, ö 

Falſe to my truſt; at leaſt imprudent in it. 
Our watch reliev'd, I went into the garden, 

As is my cuſtom when the night's ſerene, 
And took a moon-light walk; when ſoon 1 heard 


I ſaw two lovers in each other's arms, 
Embracing and embrac'd :, Anon the man 
Arxoſe; and, falling back ſome paces from her, 
Gaz d ardently a while; then ruſh'd at once; 
And throwing all himſelf into her boſom, 
There ſoftly figh'd ; © O night of ecſtaſy l. 
«© When ſhall we meet again Don Carlos _— 
Led Leonora forth... 
it 6 
O10 my heart! [He „ inks into a. chair. | 
ZANGA. 5 
Groan on, and with the ſound refreſh my foul. 


*Tis thro? his heart ; ; his knees ſmite one another: 


Tis thro? his brain; his eye b balls roll in anguiſh. Ti 
My lord, my * We will you rack my ſoul? 


; Speak 


SEE Wy Fas F -” J 
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| Speak to me ; let me know that you ſtill live. 

Do you not know me, Sir? Pray look upon me: 

You think too deeply: Pm your own Zanga, 

So lov'd, ſo cheriſh'd, and ſo faithful to you.—— — 
Where ſtart you in ſuch fury? Nay, my lord, © 


For heav'n's ſake ſheath your ſword! What can this 
Fool that Twas, to truſt you with a ſecret ; (mean 9 


And you unkind, to break your word with me. 

0 paſſion for a woman ! On the ground? 

Where is your boaſted courage ? Where your oo, 

And prudent rage, that was to cure your grief, 

And chace your love-bred agonies away ? 

* Rife, Sir, for honour's ſake. Why ſhould the Moors, 
Why ſhould the vanquiſh'd, triumph 185 | 


ALonzo. 


Would to heaven, 
That I were lower ſtill! O the was A 
My fame, my friendſhip, and my love of arms, 
All ſtoop'd to her ; by blood was her poſſeſſion : 
Deep in the ſecret foldings of my heart, 

She liv'd with life, and far the dearer ſhe : 
But—and no more-—ſet nature in a blazes 
Give her a fit of jealouſy—away 
To think on't is the torment of the dame ; 

And not to think on't, is impoſlible. | 

Ho fair the cheek, that firſt alarm'd my ſoul ! \ 
How bright the eye, that ſets it on a flame 

| How ſoft the breaſt, on which I laid my peace 
For years to ſlumber, unawak'd by care! 


How fierce the tranſport ! how ſublime the bliſs |—- 


How. deep, how black, the a and deſpair] 1 
| ZAN- 
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8 L Zax GA. e 
Lou . you'd bear it like a man. 
5 Tops | 5 een. SE il 
<2 2 ae 
Am I not moſt diftraQed ? SR 
ZAN GA. 
Pray be calm. 
| | ALox zo. 
As hurricanes: Be thou aſſur'd of EY 
1 ABA. 
Is this the wiſe Alonzo ? 
| ;  ALonzo. 


| Villain, no: 
He dyd } in th — he was 1 LE 
Lam his demon, tho'—my wife! my wife !— 


. ZAN GA. E 
| Alas! he weeps. | | | 
. 5 ALonzo. oh 
| Go, dig her grave. | f 
ZAN GA. 85 ( 
My lord! 
|  ALonzo. / 
- But ht her blaod's too hot, I would carouſe i it | 
Around my ic e 35 . *\ 
* ; Zanca. Ade : 7 
| 7, And I would pledge thee 
 ALonzo. _. . It 
But I may talk too faſt. Pray let me think, | 
And reaſon mildly. — Wedded and undone © oY F 
Before one night defcends—O haſty evil! e Ak: [ 
What friend to comfort me in this extreme! | B 
Where's Carle? Why is Carlos abſent from me? k 
1 


Does he {nov what has happen'd ? „„ N 
5 my ; ZAx- 
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„ Zan A. 5 
My good lord! 
55 Eh ALonzo. | 
0 depth of horrors ! He !- my boſom friend * 

Zax GA. 
Alas! compoſe yourſelf, my lord. 
z  _ ALonzo, 
To death. 
' Gaze on ber as bath eyes ſo ardently ! 
_ Give them the vulturs; tear them all in pieces! : 
 ZanGa. E | 
Moſt excellent! 
| 8 
Hark ! you can keep a ſecret. 
In yonder arbour bound with jeſſamin; (der! — 
Who's that? What villain's that? Unhand her—Mur- 
Tear them afunder—Maurder—How they grind 
My heart betwixt them — O let go my heart! 
Yet let it go—Embracing and embrac'd ! | 
0 peſtilence Stags let him in? A traitor. 
(Goes to fiab Zanga : be prevents bim. 
Alas! my bead turns round; and my limbs fail me. 85 
ZANGA. | 


. My lord ! 
 ALonzo. 
0 villain, villain; moſt accurſt ! 
If thou didft know it, why didft et me wed © 
ZKNGA. 

Hear me, my lord ; ; your anger will ills : 
knew it not; I ſaw them in the garden; 
But ſaw no more than you might well expect 
To ſee in lovers deſtin'd for each other: 

By heav'n, I thought their meeting innocent. 8 


N- | 2 5 — 
2 — N 5 75 : 
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Who could ſuſpect fair Leonora's virtue, 
Till after - proofs conſpir'd'to blacken it ? 


Sad proofs, which came too late; which broke not out 


(Eternal curſes on Alvares haſte !) n S:qab U 
Till holy rites had made the wanton yours; 

And then, I own, I labour'd to conceal i it, 

In cir and OM to your peace. 

8 ALONZo. 

Live now; "he damn'd hereafter ; for I want then 0 


O night of ecſt aß) — Ha! was't not ſo? 2, 


J will enjoy this murder Let me think 
The jeſs' min bow'r ; 'tis ſecret and remote: 
Go, wait me there, and take thy dagger with thee. 
| l Exit gs 
How the ſweet F gill Gnas within my ear! 
M ben ; ſhall we. Meer again? To- night, in hell. 
IA, be is going, Enter Lane 
Ha! Fm ene X ſtagger at her charms. M4 
O angel devil 1— hall I ſtab her now? 
No, it ſhall be as I had firſt determin'd: 
To kill her now were half my vengeance loft. 
Then 1 muſt now difſemble—if I can. 
LEON ORA. ä 
My lord, excuſe me; ſee, a ſecond time 
I come in embaſſy from all your friends, 
Whoſe e, languid, uninſpir'd by . 
ALox zo. 
This ——— Leonora, I was coming 
Io thee, and all—But ſure, or I miſtake, 
Or thou canſt well inſpire my friends with 0 
'';,- LBONORA.: 
Why fight my lord ? 


Alen 
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ALO N20. N 
5 Fr gh'd not, Leonora. 7 N | 
LEONORA. 1 55 
[ thought you did : Your ſighs are > mine, my lord, 

And I ſhall feel them all. 
| if  ALonzo. 

Doſt flatter me? 
| 1 LEONORA. 

If my regards for you are ſlattery, | 
Full far indeed I ſtretch'd the compliment 
In in day's ſolemn rite. | 

| ALonzo. 
What rite ? 
LEONORA. 
Vou ſport me. 
ALoNnzo. 
Indeed Ido; my heart is full of mirth. 
| LEONOR X. i 
And ſo is mine I look on chearfulneſs, 

As on the health of virtue. 
| | ALoNzo. 

Virtue 1— 

Leownora. 


Damn | 


What auen my lord ? 

ALonzo. 
Thou art exceeding fair. 

+ LEONORA. 

Beauty alone is but of little worth; _ 
But when the ſoul and body of a piece, 125 
Both ſhine alike; then they obtain a price, 
And are a fit reward for gallant actions, 
Heav'n's pay on earth for ſuch great ſouls as yours: 
If fair and i * T am "_ due. 


— 


A 
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2 18.4  Aronzo. [Afrde. ] CR — 


| Innocent! 1 3 N Fn J 
FEES | LeonoRa. | | 

How ade lord, J interrupt you. 

+ ALONzo0. N 3 f 

| No, my beſt life; ; 1 muſt not part wa thee : 

This hand is mine. O! what a hand is here ? : 

So wo, ſouls fink into it, and are loſt ! | ; 

| LEON ORA. : 

In tears, my lord ? 5 

1 AxoNzo. 6 

f 


| What leſs can ſpeck my joy? 
I gaze, and I forgot my own exiſtence ; 7 
*Tis all a viſion ; my head ſwims in heay'n. 
Wherefore, O! wherefore, this _—_— of beauty ? 
And wherefore ? O!—— 
Why, Icould gaze upon thy looks for ever, | 
And drink in all my being from thine eyes ; 
And I could ſnatch a flaming A 
And hurl deſtruction.— 
e ONORA, 
How, my lord ! What mean vou? 
Act me with the ſecret of your heart, 
Or call me out for ever from your love. 
ALONZo0. 
Art thou concern'd for me ? 
| | | Leonoka. 
| My lord, you fright me. 
Is this PT fondneſs of your nuptial hour ? 
I am ill-us'd, my lord; I muſt not bear it. 
Why, when I woo your hand, is it deny'd me? 
Vour very eyes, why are they taught to ſhun me? 


| . 85 428 lord, adde here; [Taking his 8 
3 


Co — 


id 
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| And I will have i it. Am I not your wife? Po. 
Have I not juſt authority to no 

That heart, which I have purchas'd with my own? 


Lay it before me then; it is my due. 
Unkind Alonzo, tho' I might demand it, 


Behold, I kneel ! See, Leonora kneels, = 


And deigns to be a beggar for her own! 
Tell me the ſecret ; I conjure you tell me. 
The bride foregoes the homage of her day ; 


| Alvarez? daughter trembles in the duſt : 


Speak then; I charge you ſpeak, or I expire, | 
And load you with my death. My lord—my lord! 
- ALonzo. 


Ha! ha! ha! ! He breaks from ber, and he 79 upon 


t an 
LO NORA. 


Are theſe the joys which fondly I conceiv'd? 
And is it thus a wedded life begins ? 
What did I part with, when I gave my heart? 
I knew not that all happineſs went with it. 
Why did I leave my tender father's wing, 
And venture into love ? The maid that loves, 
Goes out to ſea upon a ſhatter'd plank, 


And puts her truſt in miracles for ſafety. 


Where ſhall I figh ? Where pour out my complaint? 


He that ſhould hear, ſhould eee ſhould redreſs, 


He, 1 is the ſource of all. 
Alonzo. | 
| So to thy chamber; 
I ſoon will 1 That which now diſturbs thee, 


Shall be r d up, and thou ſhalt not condemn me. 


[Exit Leonora. 


o, 


P 
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o. 3 like i innocence ſhe looks ! What, ſtab her, ” 


And ruſh her into blood ?—1 never can: 
In her, guilt ſhines, and nature holds my hand. 
How then? Why thus—No more; it is determin d. 

| 5 Enter Zanca. 
Wn Dine, [Afede.] 
I fear bis heart has fail'd him. She muſt die. 
Can I not rouze the ſnake that's in his boſom, . 
To ſting out human nature, and effect it? 

| ALONZO. 

This vaſt and folid earth, that blazing fan: | | 

Thoſe ſkies, thro' which it rolls, muſt all have end. 
What then is man? The ſmalleſt part of nothing. 
Day buries day ; month, month ; and year the year : 
Our life is but a chain of many deaths. 
Can then death's ſelf be fear'd ? Our life much rather: 
Life is the deſart, life the ſolitude ; 2 
Death joins us to the great majority: 
"Tis to be born to Plato's and to Ceſar ; 


Tis to be great for ever; 


*Tis Re, tis ambition, then, 0 die. 
ZAN GA. 
I think, my lord, you talk'd of doth. 
ALonzo. 
3 I did. 
| . Zanca. „5 
1 give you Joy 3 ; then Leonora's dead. 
ALoNnzo. 
No, Zanga, no; the greateſt guilt i 18 mine : 
Tis mine, who might have mark d his midnight viſit; 


Who might have mark'd his tameneſs to reſign her; 


Who might have mark'd her ſudden turn of love: 


Theſe, 


A" TRAGEDY. 16 
| Theſe, and a thouſand tokens more; and yet 
(For which the ſaints abſolve my ſoul 0 did wed. 
xe. 
: Where does this tend? 
. ALonzo. 
To ſhed a woman's via 
Would ſtain my ſword, and make my wars inter em 5 
But juſt reſentment to myſelf, bears in it 
A ſtamp of greatneſs above vulgar minds : 
He who, ſuperior to the checks of nature, 
Dares make his life the victim of his reaſon, 
Does in ſome ſort that reaſon deify, 
And take a _ at heav'n. 
Zanca. 
Alas! my lord, 
'Tis not your reaſon, ba her beauty, finds ret 
_ Thoſe arguments, and throws you on your ſword : 
| You cannot cloſe an eye that is ſo bright; 
You cannot ſtrike a breaſt that is ſo ſoft ; | 
That has ten thouſand ecſtaſies in ſtore— 
For Carlos * =y lord; I mean for 8 
ALON ZO. | 
My | Thro my heart and' miſe! Pr'ythee ſpare me; 
Nor more upbraid the weakneſs of thy lord: 
I own, I try'd, I quarrell'd, with my heart, 
And puſh'd it on, and bid it give her death; 
But, O! hat 2550 ſtruck firſt, and: murder'd; me. 
| Zn. 80 | 
I 1 not ea to ee to oo load, 
Men are but men; we:did not make 1 : 
Fare wel then, my beſt lord, ſince you muſt die. 
O that I were to ſhare your monument, | 
70 1 VVV And 


e 
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And in n darkneſs cloſe theſe eyes 


A thoſe ſcenes which I am doomꝰd to ſuffer ! ! 
e 20. 


What doſt thou mean ? | 
1 F 


And is it then unknown? 


O 3 of heart, to think that you ſhould aſk it! 
Sure you diſtruft that ardent love I bear you, 


Elſe could you doubt when you are laid in duſt ?—_ 


But it will cut my poor heart thro' and thro? 

To ſee thoſe revel on your facred tomb, 
Who brought you thither by their lawleſs loves : 
For there they'll revel, and exult to find 
Him ſleep bo faſt, who elſe would marr their joys. 

{1:7} \MBONEO. 
Diſtraction — But Dias Carlos, well thou "TIE" ſt, 
Is ſheath'd i in ſteel, and bent on other thoughts. 


ZAN GA. 


Fu W him to the murder of his 8 L. 


Ves, till the fever of his blood returns, 
While her laſt kiſs ſtill glows upon his cheek. 
But when he finds Alonzo is no more, | 
How will he ruth, like lightning, to her arms! 


| There ligh, there languiſh, there pour out his foul ; 


But not in grief—ſad obſequies to thee—— 
But thou wilt be at peace, nor ſee, nor hear, 


The burning kiſs, the ſigh of ecſtaſy, 
Their throbbing hearts that joſtle one another: 


Thank heav n, theſe! torments will be all my « own. 


1; ATONZ0:7 :; 61 1 
1 caſe thee vols chat Pn 1 Let n die z 
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Oertake him on the road, and ſee it done. 1 
Tis my. command. as | [Gives bis fegnet. 
ZAN GA. 
I dare not diſobey. 
ä ArLonzo. 
My Zang now I have thy leave to die. 
Zana. | 
Ah, Sir, think, think again. Are all men buried 
In Carlos grave? You know not womankind : | 
When once the throbbing of the heart has broke 
The modeſt zone, with which it firſt was ty'd, 
Each man ſhe meets will be a Carlos to her. 
„ Aon £5 
That thought has more of hell than had the former: 
Another, and another, and another! a 
And each ſhall caſt a ſmile upon my tomb 
[ am convinc'd ; I muſt not, will not, die. 
| | -  ZanGa. 
You cannot die nor can you murder ber. 
What then remains? In nature no third way, 
But to On and ſo to love again. 
ALoONz0. 
Oh! 
| ZANGA, | 
Ify you forgive, the world will call you Good ; 
If you forget, the world will call you Wiſe ; . 
If you receive her to your grace again, 
The world will call you, wery, wery kind. 
17 55 - _ALonzo. 5 
Zanga, I underſtand thee well. She dies; 
Tho' my arm tremble at the ſtroke, the dies. 
ZANGA. 
That's truly great. What think you 'twas ſet up 
You. „ 


„ 
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The Greek and Roman name in ſuch a 5 Th 
But doing eu in ſtern deſpite to nature, 
Shutting their ears to all her little cries, 
When great, auguſt, and god-like juſtice call'd ? 
At Aulis, one pour'd out a daughter's life, 
And gain'd more glory than by all his wars; 
Another ſle w a ſiſter in juſt rage; 
A third, the theme of all ee times, 
Gave to the cruel ax a darling ſon: 
Nay more, for juſtice ſome devote themſelves, 
As heat Carthage, an immortal name! 
Vet there is one ſtep left above em all, 
Above their hiſtory, above their fable, 
A wife, bride, miſtreſs, unenjoy d- Do That 
And tread _ the Greek and Roman glory. | 
1 1] ALONZO. 
_ Tis done—again . new tranſports fire my brain; 12 
J had forgot it; tis my bridal night: SE 
Friend, give me joy; we mult be gay together: 
See that the feſtival be duly honour' d. | 
And when with garlands the full han; is crown'd, | 
And muſic gives her elevating ſound, 
And golden carpets ſpread the ſacred floor, 
And a new day the blazing tapers pour, 
Thou, Zanga, then my ſolemn friends invite, 


From the dark realms of everlaſting nights _ dix 
Cuall vengeance, call the furies, call deſpair; He 
And death, our chief invited gueſt, be there; Th 


He, with pale hand, ſhall lead the bride, and ſpread His 
Eternal curtains round our nuptial- bed. [Exeunt. His 
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N. 25 ö Fe c . hy 8 $0 2 
Huter ALONE o. 


Alon f 


pityful! O terrible to Sght! 1 523} bad. 

Poor mangled ſhade, all cover rd o'er with wounds, 
And ſo diſguis d with blood I Who murder'd thee? 
Tell thy ſad tale, and thou ſhalt be reveng d. 
Ha! Carlos? Horror] Carlos P-O, PE + 
Go to thy grave, or let me ſink to mine. 
Icannot bear the ſight What ſight ? Where am & ? 
There's nothing here——If __ Was amt work, 
dhe draws a r ſtrongy 

nb 9 n. Zaren ee ee 


eee if. 1 | 
Ha!—You' re ide + 


. Atons 20. 
Is Carlos murder d? N 
5 7 Sore ZN A. „ «ll i 

1,1: Loben your order. ine wh 
dix ruffians 8 him on the road; i 
He fought, as he was wont, and four be Mong 1 
Then ſunk beneath an hundred wounds to death: 
His laſt breath bleſt Alonxo, and deſir d 
His bones might reſt near. yours. 


543 1194 #11 © - ALONED. 
00 Zanga ! Zanga!— 
LF e bs oe dey. ut 
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But TI! not think; for I muſt act; and thinking 
WMould ruin me for action. O the medley 
Of right and wrong l the chaos in my brain ! 
He ſhould, and ſhould not die—You ſhould obey, 
And not obey——It is a day of darkneſs, 
Of contradictions, and of many deaths. 
Where's Leonora then ? Quick anſwer me ; 
Pm deep in horrors ; Il be deeper ſtill. 
I find, thy artifice did take effect, | 
8 the forgives 18 late deportment tod lier; 
So 13 GANG. 1 14 
1 told "ey from yu childhood you wete wont, 


1 
* 2 


On any great ſurprize, but chiefly then, 


When cauſe of ſorrow bore it company, ... 

To have your paſſion ſhake the ſeat of reaſon ; |. 

A momentary ill, which ſoon blew o'er : 

Then did I'tel her of Don Carlos death ;/1 » 

(Wiſely ſuppreſſing by what means he fell). 

And laid the blame on-that. At firſt ſhe doubted ; 

But ſuch the honeſt artiſiee I us d, 

And ſuch her ardent wiſh it ſhould be true, 

That ſhe, at length, was fully ſatisfy d. 

; Aon. btka: 
Twas well ſhe was. In our late interview, 

My paſſion ſo far threw me from my guard, 

(Methinks 'tis ſtrange !) that, conſeious of her gullt, 


She ſav not; re ies thin eiguſe; "ey! meaty pots: 


ZAM OA. 
But what t defi ign you, Sir; and how? 
5 -  ALonzo. 
N f 0 Pl ell Pg 
T n Tve ordain'd it: In the Jeſs'min bow'r, 


= The 


The 
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The place which ſhe diſhonour'd with her, guilt, - 7 


There will I meet her; the appointment! 8 n 3 

And calmly ſpread (for I can do it now) TS 

The blackneſs of her crime before her lebt Js: 

And then, with all the cool ſolemnity _ 

of poten Jultice, give, her to the rg. Leu. 
nne | 

Why, get thee awe. Horror and . go with thee , | 

Siſters of Acberon, go hand in hand; _ 

Go dance around the bow'r, and cs them in; 

And tell them, that I ſent you to ſalute them! 

Prophane the ground; and for th' ambroſial roſe, 

And breath of jeſs'min, let hemlock blacken, 

And deadly nightſhade poiſon all the air! _ 

For the (weet nightingale, may ravens croak, 

Toads pant, and adders ruſtle thro” the leaves; 

May ſerpents, winding up the trees, let fall 

Their hiſſing necks upon them from above, 

And nog n as I ſhould give them h 


s CEN E, The Bower. . 


Lzoxora Hes Enter Aroxzo. 


'ALonzo. 
E amaranths! ye roſes, like the morn! | 
Sweet myrtles, and ye golden orange eee 


Wby do you ſmile? Why do you look ſo fair? 
Are you not blaſted as I enter in? 


Ves; ſee how every flow'r lets fall its head! 
How ſhudders every leaf without a wind ! 
How every green is as the ivy pale! 5 
Did ever 2 ghoſts aſſemble here ? 


13 . „„ 
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Have thefe ſweet echoes ever learnt to groan? 4 © 71 


5 Joy giving, love inſpiring, holy bowr! 
Know, in thy fragrant boſom, thou receivt 
A—murderer : O! I ſhall ſtain thy lilies, 
And horror will uſurp the ſeat of bliſs. 1 7 5 
S0 Lucifer broke into Paradiſe, spe- 
And ſoon damnation follow d. Ui ede ] Hal! the 
The day's uncommon heat has overcome he: 
Then take, my longing eyes, your laſt full gaze. 
O, what a ſight is here! How dreadful fair! 9.50 
Who would not think that Being innocent? 
Where ſhall I ſtrike? Who ftrikes her, ores e 
My own life-blood will iſſue at her wound. g n 
O my diſtracted heart O eruel hen!!! ak 
To give ſuch charms as thoſe, and ain call ban, 
Meer man, to be your executioner. 
Was it becauſe it was too hard for you 175 | 
But fee, ſhe ſmiles ! I never ſhall ile more : p23 120 
It ſtrongly Nee me to a parting kiſs. 35 0 
[Going, ſhe farts "= 
Ha! ſmile par Sbe dreams of him ſhe loves: 
Curſe on her eh I'll ſtab her thro? them all. 
ys” Abbe is going to firike, ſhe wales 


Leonoka. 


My lord, your 1 long; and * lull. £ 
Of falling waters tempted me to reſ, 
ce with noon's een heat. oe ob v4 


 At.onzo. 
Ye pow rs wilt whats an eye ſhe its the 0 1. 


While me were ee 1 Hould ye ele the blow. 
[46k 


8 = 


a 


* * 
* 
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What fora way lord? 2 
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O fora Jaſt 3 and then for Up 


Thus beat n and I ſhall both be latiafy d. 
 Leonora. 


Alon 1 | hu 
a | Why This Alonzo 2 
If love were Pie 9s men were gods; tis 3 
Does counter-balance travel, danger, peine 
Tis heav'n's expedient to make mortals bear _ 
The light, and cheat them of the peaceful d 


LzO NORA. 
Alas! my lord, why talk you of the grave ? 


| Your friend is dead; in friendſhip you fuſtain 


A mighty loſs; repair it with- 580 love $42.3 268 
ET 
Thy love ? Thou piece of witchcraft !—1 wou'd fay, 


Thou brighteſt angel! I could gaze for ever. 


Where hadſt thou this? Enchantreſs, tell me where 115 
Which with a touch works miracles, boils up 
My blood to tumults, and turns round my brain! 


Ev'n now thou ſwimꝰ ſt before me: I ſhall loſe has: 


No, Iwill make thee ſure, and claſp thee all. 

Who turn'd this ſlender waſte with ſo much art, 
And ſhut perfection in ſo ſmall a ring? | | 
Who ſpread that pure expanſe of white above, 
On which the dazled ſight can find no reſt; 
But, drunk with beauty, wanders up and down 
For ever, and for ever finds new charms ? 8 
But, O thoſe eyes! thoſe murderers! O whence, INS 
Whence didft thou ſteal their burning orbs? From 
Thou didit ; and tis relights to adore them. [hear n 
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| Leonor. 

My beſt Alonzo, modenite your thought ; js 

Extremes ſtill fright me, tho' of love ll. - 
ALoNnzo. | 

Extremes indeed! It hurried me away; 
But I come home again—and now for juſtice—— 
And now for death—lt is impoſſible———— 
Sure ſuch were made by heav'n guiltleſs to fin, 


Or in their guilt to laugh at puniſhment. —Afide. 
I leave her to Juſt heav'n. [Drops the dagger, a and goes o 
2 LEeonoORA. 
Ha! a 1 


What doſt thou ſay, ** miniſter of death? 
What dreadful. tale doſt tell me? Let me think. 
Enter ZN OA. 
 Zanca. [Afide.] | 
Death to my r hope! O fall from high! 
My cloſe long-labour'd ſcheme at once is blaſted. 
That dagger found will cauſe her to enquire; 


17 Enquiry will diſcover all; my hopes 


Of vengeance periſh ; I myſelf am loſt—— 

Curſe on the coward's heart ! wither his hand, 

Which held the ſteel in vain !—What can be done — 

Where can fix ?—That's ſomething ſtill— twill breed 

Fell rage and bitterneſs betwixt their ſouls, 

Which may perchance grow up to greater evil; 

If not, *tis all I can-——- It ſhall be — 
LEONORA. 


O Zanga! Iam ſinking in my fears ! 


Alonzo dropt this dagger as he left me; 
And left me in a ſtrange diſorder too. | 
What can this mean? Angels preſerve his life ! 1 


Zen- 


AN- 


| Aud mike him conſcious of his} ſtab, to virtue 


| Jealous! it + Refs at my heart. e ee 


For the collected crimes of all bis race. 


A T R AG 5 E D 2 177 
J : ZANGA. 
Yours, 8 Youu: „ OD 
fois ar 


+ What, Zanga, dof th the Vu 4 


Zinc, 


* #7 7 ; 
Fi: * i; 1 2 


| Carry your 8 chen to * extremes, _ 


80 blinded to the faults of him you love, 
That you perceive not he is jealous? | 


LeonoRs. 
| Heav' RF. 
And yet a outta thitigs tecur that ſwea eat it. 2 
What villain could itifpire bi ar with that thought? he 


It is not of the growth of his own nature. : 


x 


Zaxca. 95 


Some villain; who, hell knows ; ; but he} is jealous 25 


And ' tis moſt fit a heart fo pure as yours 
Do itſelf Juſtice, and I alſert. its honour, 


THIS AS HQY-; 
Leonor. 
Ungenerous,, groundleſs, weak, and inſolent ! 
Why? Wherefore ?_ On what ſhadow of occaſion ? 


— — . 


'Tis faſcination; - tig the wrath of heay' 0 „ 


1 
33 91 
8 * ww" W -4 


O how the great man: leſſens to my thought MEE 
How could o mean a vice as jealouſy, | 
Unnatural child of i Ignorance and guilt, 5 
Which tears and feeds upon it's parent's s heart, 5 
Live in a throng of ſuch exalted virtues? 

ſcorn and hate yet love him, and adore: 


I cannot, will not, dare not, think i it true, . wy 


1 n himſelf IBW Ee 1550 
f En . 5 ZAN- 


5 an 
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| 'Zanca. 
| This ſucceeds 
| Juſt to my wiſh. Now ſhe with violence 
Upbraids him; he, not doubting ſhe is guilty, | | 
Rages no leſs ; and if on either fide . 


The waves run TE there till lives hope of ruin. 
85 W nter Alonzo. 


My lord, — 

ALonzo.' 
O Zasga 7 hold thy peace; I am no coward ; 
But heav'n itſelf did hold my hand 'T Ifelt i it 5 
By the well-being. of my ſoul, I did: 
PII think of vengeance at another ſeaſon. 
ZANGA. ” 


yl lord, ber 1 


Alox N 


392 1, 


be on. hee e, 1 


 T have o 'erwhelm'd. | it-much as poſſible : ti 
Away then; let us talk of other things: 
I tell thee, Moor, I love her to diſtraction: Fats 

If 'tis my ſhame, why be it ſo——T love her; 3 

Nor can I help it; tis impos'd upon me : 

By ſome ſuperior and feſiſtleſs pow] r: e 
I could not hurt her to be lord of eartnj; at wos 8 
It ſhocks my nature like a ſtroke at heav'n.” 

Angels defend her, as if innocent! oy 
But ſee, my Leonora comes: Be gone. [Es Zangs 
ae tragaioy Enter Leonor. 
O ſeen for ever! yet for ever ne- bas 0169) | 
The conquer'd thou doſt conquer o'er again, | 


lafiieting wound on wound. 0 


146 0 


20. 


What need of this to me? 


Doubt of my love? Why, I am nothing elſe #1 


A TRAGEDY. "m 
Leonor. 8 
Alas, my lord! 5 9 


Alo Nz0.. 
Ha! doſt cho weep ? 


| . 
Have I no cauſe? 1 2 0 
| ALonzo. , l 


If love is thy concern, 
Thou haſt no e none ever loy'd like me. 
But wherefore this? Is it to break my heart, 


Which loſes ſo much blood for every tear 5 8 
Leonor.” | 
Is it ſo tender ? 
„„ ALOo zo. 


Is it not? O heav'n! 


It quite abſorbs my every other paſſion. EY 
O that this one embrace would laſt for erer! 0 We 

8 LzO VORA. 5 8 
Could this man ever mean to wrong my virtue? 


Could this man e' er deſign upon my life ? 
Impoſſible! I throw away the thought. [ Afrde. 


Theſe tears declare how much I taſte the joy 
Of being folded in your arms and heart; 
My univerſe does lie within that ſpace. | 5 5 
This dagger bore falſe witneſs. [Showing it. 
; | ALo NZO. , 
Ha! my dagger? 
It rouzes bobs images : : Away, 4 


Away with it, and let us talk of Love, ; 
Plunge ourſelves deep into the ſweet illuſion, Wh 
And hide 1 us o there from every other thought. 


L- 
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= 5 | LzonoRa. : 
N touches you. 


FFT 

Let's talk of Love. 
, LeonoRa. Ea 
Of Death. 
Aroxzo. | 
As thou lov'ſt happineſs— 
. LeonoRa. | | 

„Of Murder. 

 ALonzo. Ls: 
Raſh, 


6 Raſh woman, yet ber 
== LEONORA, | 
5 KH Approve my wrongs! 
| Atonzo. 
Then muſt 1 fly, for thy ſake and my own. 
Le oon. 
Ny by my injuries, you firſt muſt hear me: 
Stab me, then think it much to hear me — 
„ ALONED. 
Aar ns, ſtrike me deaf 3 
 Leonora. 3 | 
It well may ſing you home. 
dts ALonzo. 5 
Alas! thou quite miſtak'ſt my cauſe of pain. ” | 
Yet, yet diſmiſs me ; I am all in flames. | 
_ Lronora. 
Who has moſt cauſe? Vou, or myſelf? What act 
Of my whole life encourag d you to this? 
Or of your own, what guilt has drawn it on you 8 
Vou find me kind, and think me kind to all; 
The weak, ungenerous error of your ſex. _ 
What could (dF inſpire the thought ? We oft neſt judge | 
From 


Sn RFF d/ hd R\{ﬀ  þ<v 


om 


Yes; ths own mouth ſhall win it againſt thee: 
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From our own hearts; and i is your's then ſo frail, | 


It prompts you to conceive thus ill of me? 


He that can ſtoop to harbour ſuch a thought, 
Deferves to find it. Un 2} Holding bim. 
Ar onzo. 
O O ſex, ſex, ſex! [Turning on ber. 


The language of you all. IIl-fated woman! 


Why haſt thou forc'd me back into the gulph 

Of agonies, I had block'd' up from el 7--- 

I know the cauſe; thou faw'ſt me impotent 

Fer while to hurt thee; therefore thou turm ſt on me; 3 

But, by the pangs I ſuffer, to thy woe: 

For, fince thou haſt replung'd me in my wines: | 

[ will be fatisfy'd ! 
| IIe. : 

he ſatisfy d! 
 ALonzo. | 


Iwill be fatisfy'd. | 
Lzonon. 
Of what? 
ALoNnzo. 


52, - Of what 2 
How dar ſt thou ak that queſtion ? Woman, Woman, 
Weak, and aſſur'd at once; thus tis for ever. 
Who told thee that thy. vittue was ſuſpected? 
Who told thee I deſign'd upon thy life? 
You found the dagger; but that could not ein, 
Nor did I tell thee: Who did tell thee ee 
Guilt, conſcious Sul. be» 
LEONORA. | 
a Cy: This to dies ee? 0 heas nf 
VVV AlLon- 


X * : 
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5 Aronzo. | e 
| This to thy very foul. N Rio f 
1 Mee 
+.  Thou'rt not in earneſt? | 
5 Aronzo. | 
3 Serioud as death. E 
LIONORA. 
2 Then heav'n have mercy on thee 


| Till now, 1 1e not to think it true; . 
I fought conviction, and would not believe it 
And doſt thou force me 2 en eee Wi 
Thou ſhalt ten this inſult. e 
8701 Arlon zo. 15 0 
Madam, lay 
Your paſſion s wiſe; 'tis a diſguiſe for guilt : 
Tis my turn now to fix you here awhile; | 
You, and your thouſand arts, ſhall not e me. 


236116" Lronoka, 
Arts? 2 
| ALonzo. 
15 Arts! Confeſs ; for death is in my band. 
| | 7 LeonoRa. 
Tis in your words. 
| 75 Axonzo. 8 
ei 0 LES Confeſs, confeſs, confeſs; ” 
| Nor rear my reins with paſo to compel thee. CEE 
| | 'Leonors. . 
1 com to anſwer thee, pteſumptuous man! 
i J “ 
8 Hit thai! and incur a fouler Wanne e U 
1 . did l find this picture? 5 W B 
„ „ Lzonoxa. | - N 
. e eee Ha! Don Carts? - W 
By my beſt hopes, more e welcome than thy own. wa 


Fs 0 Ein | ALox- 


— 
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And nn 
Thang! it; but is vice ſo very wats ane O 
That thou ſhould'ſt dare to daſh it in 17 on 1 
Nature i is fick 'of thee, abandor'd woman ! { T 
R "THY Leonor. ' 1 eiditioq n ah 
nt: r Kt g be l 20d 1 0 
* Alonzo. n 
Ts tht for ner et we 
e 36.4 Leeren N 75 459 
P29? Ya N ry eee 
Atoniſhenent . . 5 
Fo Lidibks: | : 
"Dart thou phy to think Tam diſhoneſt * 
15 ALonz0. 
| know thee o EMT xi; ern af 
[152 38) NT TO N cpa 14 21 


This blow then to ebe, IE) 
| [She Neb 2 Be enn, are her. 
3 © ALONZO, 715): : 
Ho! Zanga ! Iſabella Ho! ſhe bleeds! 
Deſcend, ye bleſſed angels, to aſſiſt her! | 
| Leonora. : 
This is ho only way I would wound thee, 
Tho' moſt Oe Now think me guilty till. 


nA I 2 ads e ae 


95 = Alox zo. + 
Bear hard to inftan help: The world to fave her 5 
12 Lena a. 

Unhappy man 3 may ſt thou gaze and: embles, f 

But fix thy terror and amazement right; TR 
Not on my blood, but on thy own. diſtraction. 1 
What haſt thou done ? Whom cenſur d Leonora. 

| When 
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When thou hadft cenſur d, thou would'ſt fave her life ; 
O inconſiſtent ! Should I live in ſhame, 
Or ſtoop to any-other means but this, 15 = 
T' afſert my virtue? No; the 3 
Admits it poſſible ſhe might be guilty : 

While aught but truth could be my inducement to 78 | 
While it might look like an excuſe to thee, | 

I ſcorn'd to vindicate my innocence; . 

But now, I let thy raſhneſs know, the wound | 


f Which leaſt 1 feel, is "that my dagger made. 
IIſabella /eads our e 


Aronzo.. | e 

Ha ! Was this woman guil ty ?—and if not- 
How my thought darkens that way ! Grant, kind hea- 
That ſhe prove guilty, or give Being end. (ven, 
Is that my hope then ?—Sure, the ſacred duſt | 
Of her that bore me trembles in its urn. 5 

Is it in man the ſore diſtreſs to bear, 

When hope i itſelf is blacken'd to deſpair * ; 

When all the bliſs I pant for, is to * 

In __ a refuge from ſeverer pain. Q [Exit 7 ; 


+5 Yo 


25 


ufo, Zaxea, 3 


27 | Bic A ae Hoo od 
| How ſtands vs 105 account 'twixt me ind 8 
Tho? much is paid, yet {till it owes me 2 much 3 |. 
And I will not abate a ſingle groan ———— 
Ha! that were well—but that were Fatal t00—— 
Why be it ſo—Revenge'ſo truly great | 057 1 0414 
Would come too cheap, if bought with'leſs chan life.” 
Come, death, come, FIR? then; *tis 8 *tis done 


1 s wy ; » <8 
IB KY 4 n! Lf EE 


OS oe Wnt Ono iac 12 1 Enter 


* 


Thy cruel heart its fill ?—=Poor Leonora 


' Welters.in hlood, and Ne der left breath: 
What then ? We all muſt die. 


Andi in the tempeſt of his 275 has thrice 


And importunes the ſkies for ſwift perdition. 
Thus in his ſtorm of ſorrow. .' After pauſe, 


To learn that truth, which moſt he dreads to know. * 


| ZAN GA. 
Be gone. now, now, my ſoul, conſummate all. 
[Exit Ifabella. 
© How 3 5 
e WE; ALoNnzo. 
Oo Zanga! 
| Zanca. 
Do not tremble ſo,, but ſpeak. | 
e ALonzo. Wo 
Idare not, | | [Falls on him. 
| Ly 7 Y ont | ; 
You will drown me with your tears 
. Nene 
Have l not cauſe? | 
| 8 


A Fenn 4 
Enter ISABELLA. | 
ISABELLA. | 
Ah! Z anga „ ſee me tremble: Has not yet 


ZAN GA. 


n. 
Alonso raves; 


Attempted on his life: At length, diſarm'd, 
He calls his friends that ſave him, his worſt foes, 


He ſtarted up, and calld aloud for Zanga; 
For Zanga rav'd ; and, ſee, he ſeeks you here, 


As get, you have no cauſe. 
WT... 
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 ALonz0. | | 
Doſt thou too rave? | | 

T5 Zane LE 6s 
tw anguiſh i is to come : 
You much Rt been abus d. 


7 


n i 


ee 
To know, wer were little comfort. 
Alon 20. 
Ol 'twere much. 


Za. 
9341 . 
a. | 


a hint n. O give him to a 
| " AZANGA.' | 
Born for your ak I live but to oblige you: 8 
| Know then, twas — 1. | 
ALonzo. . 
Am 1 . 


Zanon. 2 


For ever. 


Thy wiſe is guiltleſs ; that's o one e tranſport to me; 
And I, I let thee know it ; that's another: 

I urg'd Don Carlos to reſign his miſtreſs ; 

I forg'd the Letter; I diſpos'd the Picture; 


T hated ; 1 deſpis'd ; and I deſtroy. 
ALonzo. Er © 


Zanca. 
Why, this is well—why, this is view for blow. 
Where are you? Crown me, ſhadow me, with laurels, | 
Ye ſpirits, which delight in juſt Revenge: 
Let Europe, and her paltid ſons, go weep ; 


Abus d By whom? . 


ä Eu. 


7 
| 
] 

4 
4 

1 
\ 
0 
4 


Int 
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Let Africk, and her hundred thrones, rejoice. 
O my dear countrymen} look down, and ſee 

How I beſtride your proſtrate conqueror! 

1 tread on haughty Spain, and all her kings: 

But this is mercy ; this is my indulgence; 


'Tis peace; tis refuge, from my e ; 
I muſt awake him into horrors. Ho! 
Alonzo, ho, the Moor is at the gas? 12 
Awake, Invincible, Omnipotent!: 
Thou who doſt all ſubdue. e 


Aronze. = : 
Tabuman fare! 


e, 35 3 


Locke on me. Who am 17 Fou, them an 
The Moor, a ſlave, an abject, beaten mare 
(Eternal woes to him that made me ſo!) : 
But look again. Has ſix years cruel bondage 
 Extinguiſh'd majeſty ſo far, that nought 
Shines here, to give an awe of one above thee i 0 
When the great Mooriſh king g, Abdella, fell, 52 | 
Fell by thy hand accurg'd, I fought faſt by bim 3 
His ſon, tho, thro' his fondneſs, in diſguiſe, EET) 
Leſs to expoſe'me to th' ambitious foe. A 
Ha ! Does it wake thee ? O'er my father's min, Rx 
I ſtood aſtride, till I had clove thy creſt; 45, "BI003 
And then was made the captive of a cially ron, ** 1 
And ſunk into thy ſervant But O! What, 2 
What were my wages? Hear not, heav'n, nor ied fi + 
My wages were a blow by heav 11 1 A blow 85 
And from a mortal hand, = 
ALon- 


3 


T H * R E EV E X G E. 
0 Villain! villain * 
| moms a "a 5 


16 


5 Ak 
All ſtrife is vain. /. 1 
1 Azonzo. ns oth oh 
$ my love return'd 2 > 2 
ce? Make friends of tigers! 85 
Lay not your young, O mothers, on the breaſt. et 
For fear they turn to ſerpents as they lie, 4 3 
And pay you for their nouriſhment with death. 
Carlos is dead, and Leonora dying; 
Both innocent, both murder d, both by me: = 
That heav'nly maid, which ſhould have liv'd forever ! 
At leaft have gently ſlept her foul A | 
Whoſe life ſhould have ſhut up as evening flow'rs 7 
At the departing ſun——was murder'd! murder d 1 7 
O ſhame! O guilt! O horror! O remorſe 
O puniſhment! Had Satan never fell, 8 
Hell had been made for me—O Leonora 5 
2 Zax GA. 15 
Muſt I deſpiſe 3 too, as well as hate 1 
Complain of grief, complain thou art a man. 
Priam from fortune's lofty ſummit fell; x 
Great Alexander midſt his conqueſts mourn d; 
Heroes and demi-gods have known their ſorrows ; $7 
Czſars have wept; and I have had——my blow : 3 * 
But tis reveng d; and now my work i is done: 
Vet, ere I fall, be it one part of nnr. | 
To make ev'n, ow confeſs that I am juſt: 3 
Thou ſeeſt a prince, whoſe father thou haſt anz * 
Whoſe native country thou haſt laid in blood ; _ 
Whoſe ſacred 9 oh! thou haſt prophan'd ; | 
| Whoſe 


OY 
Ys * 
AH PR 
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Whoſe reign extinguiſh'd : What was left to me 
So highly born? No kingdom, but Revenge; 
No treaſure, but thy tortures, and thy groans. 
If men ſhould aſk who brought thee to thy end, 
Tell them the Moor, and they will not deſpiſe thee: _ 
If cold white mortals cenſure this great deed, 
Warn them, they judge not of | ſuperior 1 
Souls made of fire, and children of the fun, 
With whom Revenge is virtue. Fare thee —.— 
Now, fully ſatisfy d, I ſhould take leave; 
But one thing grie ves me; ſince thy Ai is near, 
I leave thee my example how to die. id SF 


As he is going to flab him mſelfs Alonzo. lh upon bits 
to prevent him. In the mean time, Enter Alvatez, 
attended. They- diſarm and ſeize . * 
Puts the dagger in bis boſom. _. 


Arox zo. 3 

No, monſter, thou ſhalt not cleans by. death. 5 

O father! 1 ns 
Avant 2. 


0 Alonzo! \IFTR TIS, 3 


3 


2214 tions J bt . 1001 0 7 
| „What groan v was 1 that * 
Zinc. S bs ol W 


As 1 have 150 a vultur to thy heart, 

So will Ibe a raven to thine ear, 
And true as ever ſuuff'd the ſcent of blood, 

As ever flapt its heavy wing againſt ira. * 
The vvindow of the ſick, eee deſpair; ES 

Thy wife is: deal. 1. 

[Alvarez goes to the * of) hs fage, and re returns | 

| AL 


_ 
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| | ALVAREZ. | 
. The dreadful news is true. 
buf Aron Zo. | 
Prepre the net; invent new torments for bin. N 
e 250.1 nnn eee 1255 


This too is well. - The frd and noble. wind 
Turns all occurrence to its own ee 


And Pll make vengeance of calamity. 
Were I not thus reduc'd, thou would? lt not N 
That, thus reduc'd, I dare defy thee ſtill : 


Torture thou may ſt; but thou ſhalt neꝰ er deſpiſe mag : 


The blood will follow, where the knife is driven, ;-' | 
The ſfleſh will-quiver; whete the pincers tear; 

And ſighs and cries by nature grow on 3 $7434, $) 

But theſe are foreign to the ſoul: Not mine 

The groans that iſſue, or the tears that fall; 

They diſobey me; on the rack I ſcorn thee, | 1 

As when my fauchion clove thy helm in battle: N 

ALVARES. | 5:11} Q 


* 4 
>. 3. 4:4 


"ZANE: ory 
kin Tive, old man, * elf Þ 
And, well I Wea thou dart not kill me yet: 
For that would rob thy blood-hounds of the prey 
F 
Who and ai,? AAN 5 
441), 07220 enen © nod orc Tok 
e eins, ur fon 
778 ALo Nb. n th 585 2 | 


| Peace, yk, ! 


. tis Carli voice, and I obey. be” = 


O how I laugh at all that. this can ol. [Shewving the 
The wounds that pain'd, the wounds that murder'd me, 
Were giv'n before; I am already deadꝰ/· /. 


This 


» "tl 8 OF” | 


5 th 
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This only marks my body for the grave. [Stabs himſelf. 
Africk, thou art reveng d——O Leonora /— [Dies. 
- ZANGA. | 
Good ruffans, give me leave my blood is yours 3 
The wheel's prepar d, and you ſhall have it all; 
Let me but look one moment on the dead, 
And pay yourſelves with gazing on my pangs. 
He goes to Alonzo s body. 
I this Alonzo ? Where's the haughty mien? 
Is that the hand which ſmote me? Heav'ns, how ied 
And art thou dead? So is my enmity: i 
I war not with the duſt: The great, the proud, 3 
The conqueror of Africk, was my foe. EE 
A lion preys not upon car caſſes. 
This was the only method to ſubdue me: 
Terror and doubt fall on me; all thy good 
Now blazes: all thy guilt is in the grave : OY 
Never had man ſuch funeral applauſe;  _ 
If Ilament thee, ſure thy worth was great. 
0 vengeance ! J have followd thee too far, ( off. 
And to receive me hell blowsall her hires. [Heis borne 
AxvAREZE. . 3 
| Dreadful effect of jealouſy! A rage | 
In which the wiſe with caution will engage; s. 
ReluQant long, and tardy to believe, WE, 3 p 
Where,' ſway'd. by nature, we ourſelves FROva "IR 
Where our own Folly joins the villain's art, 
And each man finds a N in his heart. LEreunt. 


N 4 1 Ss | 


EY 1 
5 : T%.. j * 4 N 1 : 
- * 5 4 » . 
E P 1 : 
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. Anne 
. . dreadful news is true. 
35 | ALONZO: att 10 

Prepre the mack; invent new torments for him. 1 4] 
| 9 Fj) 3940 1 ZAN GA. E eo $11) 2 
This too is well. The fix d and noble mind Lino J 
Turns all occurrence to its own ne, 1 a 
And Þ'Il make vengeance of calamity. 
Were I not thus reduc'd, thou would? & not know, 
That, thus reduc'd, 1 dare defy thee ſtill N. : wor! 


Torture thou may ſt; but thou ſhalt ge er deſpiſe me: 


The blood will follow, where the knife is B 
'Thefleſh will quiver, where tlie pincers tear 
And ſighs and cries by nature grow on pain: 83446, of 
But theſe are foreign to the ſoul: Not mine Ve 
The groans that iſſue, or the tears that fall; 
They diſobey me; on the rack I ſcorn thee, | OE 
As when my fauchion clove thy heli i in battle. 1 
ALVARE 9 


1154 Lt 
SILLY, 12 _ N 


Peace, uct 1 
„ unt Zen. N © IF 
© While Hive, old man, Ill ſpeak 15 T 
And, well I ee thou dapſt not kill me yet 
For Fw would rob thy blood-hounds of * prey. 
| nn Aronzo. 
Who o call'd lunes 45 . | 
3:02 be e 990 714 I 2A 
eee all, my fon 
1: ALOoWEd. Nun 1975 :£ 2: 


Again [—tis Crip voice, and I obe y. be aſl | 3 


O how I laugh at all that: this can doll bless the 


The wounds that pain d, the wounds that murder d me, 


Were giv'n before; 1 e dead 


K | This 


— 


—BBB * aaEr 


us 


— 


A TRAGEDY. „ 
This only marks my body for the grave. [Stabs himſelf. 


| Sint, thou art reveng dy O Leonora Fo [ Dies. 


AN OA. 

Good ruffans, give me leave my blood is yours 3 
The wheel's prepar'd, and you ſhall have it all; 
Let me but look one moment on the dead, 
And pay yourſelves with gazing on my pangs. 

He goes to Alonzo's Body. 
Is this Alonzo Where's the haughty mien? 
Is that the hand which ſmote me? Heay'ns, how pale! 
And art thou dead? So is my enmity : : 
I war not with the duſt: The great, the proud, KC] 
The conqueror of Africk, was my foe. | Fe 
A lion preys not upon car caſſes. 
This was the only method to ſubdue me: 
Terror and doubt fall on me; all thy good 
Now blazes: all thy guilt is in the grave: 
Never had man ſuch funeral applauſe; 3 
If T lament thee, ſure thy worth was greeet. 
0 vengeance ! I have follow'd thee too far,  ( off. 


And to receive me hell blowsall her fires. | Leis borne 


| . ALvaREZ. 505 1 
Dreadful 1 effec of jealouſy! a rage 
In which the viſe with.caution will engage s. 


ö 


| Where our own folly joins the EN 8 att, 
And each man finds A N in his heart. LEæeunt. 


Nenn 
? ” k 
: * 


[192] 
„ FRIEND 


* UR Author |. ent me, in an bumble 8 | 
To beg 25 bleſs the offspring of his brain; 1 
And I, your proxy, promis d in your name, _ 


The Child ſhould live, at leaſt, Six days of Pu 


I like the Brat; but ſtill his faults can find; 
And, hy the Parent's leave, will ſpeak my mi ww 
' Gallants, pray tell me, do you thin. tas well, 
To let a willing maid lead apes in bel! L? 
You, nicer Ladies, ſhould ) you think it right. 


To eat no Supper on your Wedding-night 9 


Shou'd Engliſh Huſbands dare to flarve their is zes, 

Be ſure, they'd lead moſt comfortable lives. 

But he loves miſchief, and, with groundleſs fears, 

| Wouv'd fain ſet loving couples by the _ 

Mou d ſpoil the tender huſbands of our nation, 

By teaching them his wile outlandiſh faſhion - | 8 

But aue ve been taught, in our good-natur'd clime, | 

That Fealouſy, tho juſt, is ſtill a crime, _ 
And will be flill; for, (not to blame the plot) 

That ſame Alonzo was a flupid fot, 

To kill a bride, a miſtreſs unenjoyd; 


Twere ſame exc we, had the me man len clay d. 
1 Te 


; EPILOGUE. 193 
To kill hos on ſuſpicion, ere he knew N 
Whether the beinous crime were falſe or true. 
The prieſt ſaid grace ; ſhe met him in the Ow, 
In hopes ſhe might anticipate an hour :- 
Love was her errand, but the hot-brain'd Spaniard, 
Inflead of Lowe—produc'd—a filthy Poniard : 
Had he been wiſe, at this their private meeting, 
The proof o th Pudding had been in the Eating : 
Madam had then been pleas'd, and Don contented, 
And all this blood and murder been prevented. 
Britons, be wiſe, and, from this ſad example, 
Neer break a Bargain, but firſt take a Sample. 


Ven „ 
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= Wricee by Mr. D OD D 8 L E 7. 


And Spoken by Mr. Havany. 


75 E Cs ma 3 many a page 
- Of time's long records drawn from every age, | 
Forms not her plans on low or trivial deeds, 
But marks the firiking !—When ſome Hero bleeds 
To ſave his Country, then her powers inſpire, | 
And ſouls congenial catch the patriot fire. 
When bold oppreſſion grinds a ſuffering land; 
When the keen dagger gleams in murder's hand ; 
When black conſpiracy infects the throng ; 
Or fell revenge fits brooding ver his wrong ; 
| Then walks [be forth in terror; at her frown 
Guilt ſhrinks appalÞd, ibo ſeated on a throne. 
But the rach d ſoul, when dark ſuſpicions rend; 
When Brothers hate, and Sons with Sires contend ; 
When claſhing intereſts war eternal wage; 
And Lowe, the tendereſt paſſion, turns to Rage; 
Then grief on every wiſage flands impreſt, 
And pity throbs in every feeling breaft ; 
Hope, fear, and indignation, riſe by turns, 
. the ſtrong ſcene with various paſſion burns. | 
S 3 + „ 8 uch 


198 PROLOGUE. 
Such is our tale :—Nor Bluſh, if tears ſhould flow 3 ; 
They're wvirtue's tribute paid to buman woe : 4 * 
Such drops new luftre to bright eyes impart ; #7 
The filent witneſs of a tender heart : 
Such drops adorn the nobleſt Hero's cheek, 
And paint his averth, in ſtrokes that more than 1 885 
Mot he who cannot weep, but he who an, . * 
| Sheavs the great ſoul, and proves himſelf a Men. 
Yet do not idly grieve at others pain, 
Nor let the tears of nature fall in wain : 
Watch the cloſe crimes from whence their ills have grown» 


And from their apts learn to mend e own. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Pnilir, King of Macudor, | Mr. BZ AVY. 
Pzxs zus, his elder Son, Mr. Moss or. 


Dzuzr ius, his younger son, Mr. GaxRIck. 


PexicLes, the Friend of PRRsZUSs, Mr. Brakes. 


AnT1Gonvus, a Miniſter of State, Mr. BuxTon. 


Dyas, the King's Favourite, Mr. SIMSON. 


PosSTHUMIUS, | Reman Ambaſſa- Mr. WIxsTonz. 
„ dors, Mr. Mozen. | 


WOMEN. 


En XENA, the Thracian Princeſs, Mrs. BeLLawy. 


Her Attendant, 1 1 85 Miſs HirrisLZx. 


THE 


SA & a < 


2 R A G E D 5 


ac SCENE L, 


Enter Conrius 5 PosrmuMIs. 


Counrivs. 
H E R E's ſomething of magnificence about us 
I have not ſeen uk; Rome. But you can tell me. 
I [Gazes round. 

220k JARS Posrnumlus. 

True: Hither ND, on ſormer embaſſies, 
I know this ſplendid court of Macedon, = 
| And . Philip, well. 

OH RTIVUS.. | 
„ His pride preſumes 

To treat us here We more than Romans, 

More than ambaſſadors, Who, in our boſoms, | 
| K 5 Bear 
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Bear peace and war, and throw him which we pleaſe, 
As Jove his ſtorm, or ſunſhine, on his creatures. 


PoSTHUMIUS. 


1 his Phil only, ſince Rome's glory roſe, 


9 


The 8 i won the world, was Gt beth = 8 


As the grey dawn before the blaze of noon : 


Philip had ne'er been conquer'd, but by Dn 7 
997 what can fame ſay more of mortal man? 


N Cx rius. 25 
I | know his public charaQer. Ya LD * | 4 
92 PoSTHUMIUS. 
Tt pains me 


To. turn my thought on his domeſtic ſtate : 
There Philip is no God; but pours his heart, 8 
In ceaſeleſs groans, o'er bi contending _ 4: 


And pays the ſecret tax of mighty men 


| To their * 


Cuxrrus. 


But hence the friſe, 3 


92 0 X 


Porizoibivs:; 


From this "Op s bed* 


Which thus allet biet . 1 


; Two Mlewandont faking: 1 15 3 1 * E : if? £ 


— —— 


8 1 5 
And but one world 5 ; 
7 will never do. | 

ts erm. 


„ "They bed are ee bur one 


'Benignly bright, as rs a pets 1208 350M 
And. 


XN TRAGEDY. . :g09- 
And one a comet, with malignant Wire e 
Denouneing ruin. e F 
| Countries; 
$0 ' You mean Perſeus. 
; Tl rosrnvszos. . 
N . = True. 
The younger nnn you'well know, 
Was bred at Rome, our hoſtage from his father. 
Soon after, he was ſent ambaſſador, a4 
When Philip fear'd the thunder of our arms. 
Rome's manners won him, and his manners Rome; 
Who granted peace, declaring ſhe forgave, 
To his high worth, the conduct of his father. 
This gave him all the hearts of Macedon; | 
Which; join'd to his high patronage from 3 | 
Inflames his Jealous brother. 
_ ConrTivs. | 
f „ Glos there not 
A ſecond brand of chi)? 
| Posrhumtus. 
| O, yes 3 "a 
The fair Erirene. 
| Nas us. 
I've r beard | 
Her (mother's a vr: 0 
Por | 
| | Smother'd by the king, $57" 
And wiſely too. But thou ſhalt hear it all. 1 8 
Not ſeals of adamant, not mountains whelm'd | 4 8 
On guilty ſecrets, can exclude che da, 9 78 She 0 
Long burnt a fixt hereditary hate, „ 
Between the crowns of Maceden and 7. brace; >. 


| 


. a 
_ 
4 
* . 
1 
__ 
F | 
U BY 
2 
=: - 
: A 
* A 
F 
1 
7 
1 
1 
. 
Þ 
_ 


4% : FR 
* — — - 
——— n 
SR ( 


| THEBROTHERS.. 


Sing ſword by both too much indulg'd i in blood.. 
Philip, at length, prevail'd ; he took, by night, 
The town, and palace, of his deadly foe ; 
Rufh'd thro' the flames, which he had kindled os 
And flew him, bold in vain : Nor reſted there; 


But, with unkingly cruelty, deſtroy'd 
Iwo little ſons within their mother's arms; 


'Thus meaning to tread out thoſe ſparks of war, 


Which might one day flame up to ſtrong revenge. 
The queen, thro? grief, on her dead ſons expir 4. 
One child alone ſurviv'd : A female infant, 


Amid theſe horrors, f in the cradle mib d. 


Cura us. 
What of "HR infant ? 


PosTHUMIUS. 
Stung with ſharp remorſe,. 


| The victor took, and gave her to his queen. 


The child was bred, and honour'd, as her own; 
She grew, ſhe bloom'd ; and now her eyes repay 


Her brother's wounds on Philip's rival ſons. 


| CurT1vs. 
Is then Erixene that Thracian child ? 
How juſt the Gods ! from out that ruin'd houſe, 


| He took a brand, to ſet his own on fire. 


| PosTHUMIUS. 
To vive thee, friend, the whole in miniature; * 
This ĩs the picture of great Philip's court: 
The proud, but melancholy king, on high, 
Majeſtic fits, like Joe enthron'd in darkneſs ; ds 
His ſons : are as 8 the thunder i in his hand; 


1 Y 5 7 


| ATRAGEDY. 9s 


And the fair Thracian princeſs is a ſtar, 7 
That ſparkles by, and i the ſolemn es 
A [Shouts beard. 
"Tis thels great: day, Gab of all their year, 
The fam'd Luſtration of their. martial powers 
Thence, for our audience, choſen by the king. 
If he provokes a war, his empire ſhakes, 
And all her rr glories nod to ruin. - 1 


Cvuxrivus. 
Who comes? - © 5 
Posrnunius. 


O, that's the jealous elder proving 4 $5 
Irregular in manners, as in form. 
Obſerve the fire, high birth, and empire, Minde 
Coxrius. 
He holds his conference with much emotion. 
 PosTHvumIvs. 
The brothers both can talk, and, in their turns, 
Have borne away the prize of eloquence 
At Athens, Shun his walk: Our own debate 
Is now at hand. We'll ſeek his lion Sire, | 
Who dares to frown on us, his conquerors; _ 2 
And carries fo much monarch on his brow, „ 
As if he'd fright us with the wounds we gave him. 
| | EL 


| Buter Pznorvns and PERICLES. 


 PzrSEvs. 
"Tis empire! empire! empire! let that cl 
Make facred all I do, or can attempt! 
Had I been born a flave, . I ſhould affect it: 


ins MW N nature's fiery, and, of courſe, aſpires, L "tag, 
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206 THE BROTHERS. 
Who gives an empire, by the gift defeats 
All end of giving; and procures Gone pft 
Inſtead of gratitude. An empire loſt, 
* ere tos confound me, chan een "i 
"Perrcits: IL es f 
But are you fure Demetrius will attempt 


 PerSEvVs.. Sn, 


Why does . court him? For his virtues f No: 

To fire him to dominion: To blow up 

A civil war; then to ſupport him in it : 

He gains the name of king, and Rome the eee 
PexrICLES. 

This is indeed the common art of Rome. 
PeRSEUS. 


That ſource of juſtice thro? the wonTring world! & 
His youth and valour ſecond Rome's deſigns : 
The firſt impels him to preſumptuous hope ; 

The laſt ſupports him in it. Then his perſon! 
Thy hand, O nature, has made bold with mine: . 
Yet more; what words diftil from his red lip, 
To gull the multitude! and they make kings. 
Ten thouſand fools, knaves, cowards, lump'd together, 
Become all- wiſe, all- righteous, and almighty. 
Nor is this all: The olim Thracian maid 

Prefers the boy to me. 
7 3 | e | 

And does that pain 2-6 5 

Pxszus. 15 135 

0 Pericles, to death. Is i is moſt true, . 
Theo hate to him, and not thro' love for her, | 

Lpaid my. firſt addrefſes ; ; but became © 


The- 


r 


er 7 


he 


A prince indebted, is a fortune made. 


A TRAGEDY. wor 
The fool I PRAM d: My ſighs are now Gee, 1 
It ſmarts; it Burns: O that *twere fiction ſtill? 
By heav'n, ſhe ſeems more beauteous than dominion. f 
l CLES.' 9 9 1 1 
Dominion, and the- Lage both are 68. l 5 
Unleſs yOu W King. een en ah ; 
Prnxsvvs. 1 
But! how to Dan, kim 5 5 
Old men love steiles Un laſt arriyd q 
Still pleaſes beſt 3 3 the youngeſt Rome their finiles... 
Nieten 
We ade can a work him to his a x 
Firſt in eſteem, and keeper of his heart. 
PERSEUS. 
To Dymas thou ; and win him to as will: 
la the mean time, III ſeek my double rival ; "TY 
Curb his preſumption, and etect myſelf, 
In all the dignity « of birth, before him. 
Whate er dan ſtir the blood, or ſway the wind, 
Is now at ftake; and double is the loſs, 
When an inferior bears: away the prize. 
TR TON F 
Vour brother, dreſvd for the ſolemnity.... a 
TY ' PrnsnUS.. 5 1 Ine 


To Dymas fy! gain him, and think on ER 


N 


[Exit Pericles. _ 
Enter DemeTRIS... 


RE}. de Wo bl 1 . 15 3 5 1 5 | 
How, brother! unattit d! Have you forgot 0 
What pomps are due to een day PE, be 

Pen- 
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; Pxszus. 1 er 
1 am no rein, for the throng. to ans at s Ks 1 N 
Some are deſign'd by nature but for et 3 Ws 
The tinſel wo the feather of SL: N 
|  Dameravs. . 17 2 
Brother, of 85 no more: For ſhame, Red FN 
Your glitt ring arms, and look like any | Roman. 
8 Persevs. | 
e brother; let the Romans look like me, Fs 
If they're ambitious.—But, I pr 'ythee, FART 0 
Let me gaze on thee :—No inglorious figure ! 3 
More Romano, as it ought e, 
But what is this that dazles my weak ast 5 
There's ſunſhine i in thy beaver. 


#1 « { 2215 


DruETRIUSs. 
: eie that helmet: 
Which Alexander wore at o outen, 7 3 e 1 
PERSEus. „ 


When he ſubdu'd the world? Ha! is not 5 7 
What world haſt thou ſubdu'd? O, yes; the Fai air. 
Think ſt thou there could in Macedon be found - 
110 err el ſuit that golden blaze, but 2 i 
1 rtearnzpr. . 
har: not for rifles. 10 „„ 
1240 . 
„% Dothing 10.0 trifle 
That argues the preſumption of the ſoul. 


DeukErRI Us. 1 Fr z 
Tis they preſume, who know not to deſerve: oy 
PRS 2 15 


or who, dec, ſcorn ſuperior merit. : 
| Ds ur- 


k 


E 


Demetrius friends. Fe 


DeurRius. | 
Who combats with a brother, wounds himſelf: 
Wave private wrath, and ruſh upon the foes 


OF Macedonia. bas Sb 


Pensevs.. 
No; 1 would not wound 
DemeraIvs. | 
Demetrius friends 
PERSEUS. 


The Romans. | 


You! copy Hannibal, our great ally? 


Say, at what altar were you ſworn their foe? 
Peace-making brother ! Wherefore bring you . 
But to prevent my glory from the field? 


1 N "ou bring, was meant as war to me. 


DEMETRIUS. 


8 be bold when danger's all your own: 


War now, were war with Philip more than Rome. 


PeRsEvs. 


Come, you "Hr peace ; that fair cheek hates a fear: 


You that admire the Romans, break the bridge | 
With Cocles, or with Curtius leap the gulph; -: 


And league not with the vices of our foes. 


DrwerTaIVSs. N 


| What vices 2 


Pinie | 
With their women and their wits. 


Your idol Lelius ; ; Lelius the polite. 


I hear, Sir, you take wing, and mount in metre. 


Terence has own'd your aid, your comrade Terence. 


God-like ambition ! Terence there, the ſlave ! 
DegemETRIUS. 


| At Athens bred, and to the arts a foe? Pfr. 


—_ 


- . * 8 5 3 . 
r 8 FI F 1 


7 rr a" * g N 2 : 5 . "_— — 9 Ld ae Ld * 


210 THE BROTHERS. 


PERSNUS. | ed 


| 4 At Athens e and borrow arts from bun? 


| Dunz rRIUS. | 
Brother, pre e Let our contention es 2 
Our mother ſhudders at it in her grave: 
And how has Philip mourn'd? A dreadful foe, 
And awful king; but, O, the tend'reſt parent 
Nat ever wept in fondneſs o'er 2 child! I 
Ps EUS. 


Why, ay; go tell your father; fondly throw 


Your arms around him; ſtroke him to your purpoſe, 


As you are wont: I boaſt not ſo much worth; 
I am no picture, by the doating eye . 
To be ſurvey'd, and hung about his neck. 

I fight his battles ;. that's all. L can do. 

But if you boaſt a piety ſincere, 
One way you may ſecure your father's 1 3 5 
And one alone—Reſign Erixene. 

DeMeTRIUS; 

You flatter me, to think her in my power. 
We run. our fates together ; you deſerve, 
And ſhe can Judge ; proceed we then like friends, 
And he who gains her heart, and gains it fairly, 
Let him enjoy his gen'rous rival's too. 

P xsEUS. 

1 inſincere, inſulting "= ' 
Is then my crown uſurpt but half thy crime? 
Deſiſt, or, by the gods that ſmile on blood ! 
Not thy fine form, nor yet thy boaſted een 
Nor patronizing Rome, nor Philip's tears, 


Nor Alexander's helmet; no, nor, more, 952 5 


is radiant form, ſhould it alight in thunder, 


” 8 £ 
„ 


q = 
1 . 4 
* . 26 Ib » 


And read i its new OE alla . 

Should ſave mene 2 brate oy: LB Per. 
Daxeraius. 

| How' 8 4880 ? The waves ne'er i high before. 

Reſign thee ! yes, Erixene, with life 

Thou in whoſe eye, ſo modeſt, and ſo bright,” 7 

Love ever wakes, and keeps a veſtal firmwed 

Ne'er ſhall I wean my fond, fond beatt Abdel thee... 

But Perſeus warms, me to rouze-all -_ e 3 he 5. 

As yet 1 float in dark uncertainty 55 5 

For, tho* ſhe ſmiles, I ſound not Fol debe. 

Tl fly, fall, tremble, weep upon her feet, 

And learn (O all ye gods) my final doom! 

My father! Ha! and on his brow deep thought, 

And pale concern! Kind heav 'n, aſſwage his'ſorrows; 

Which ſtrike a damp.thro nme ames of love. arab 


Enter King and Axricoxus. 


. King. © 

Kings of their envy — a fooliſh world; 
Fate gives us all in ſpite, that we alone e 5 
Might have the pain of knowing all is nothing; 
The ſeeming, means of bliſs but heighten woe, | 
When impotent, to make their promiſe good: 
Hence, kings, at leaſt, bid faireſt to be vretched. 

 AnT1Gonus, | | 
True, Sir; tis empty, or ;tormenting, all: 3 eK 
The days of life are ſiſters; all alike 3+] 1 1 
None juſt the ſame; which ſerves to fool i . 
Thro' blaſted hopes, with change of fallae; 
While joy is, like to-morrow, ſtill to come; 
Nor ends the fruitleſs chace but in the grave. 


Kine. | 


* 


* run BROTHERS. 


Reno: 755 3 1 ff bre 
Ay, 5 350 e this pain _ is : 


Which meets me at the banquet haunts my pillow 5 


Nor, by the din of arms, is frighted from me. 
Conſcience, what art thou ? Thou tremendous power k 


Who doſt inhabit us without our leave; 3 
And art, within ourſelves, another ſelf; 3 


A maſter ſelf, that loves to domineer, *' 
And treat the monarch frankly as the ſlave: 
How doſt thou light a torch to diſtant deeds ? 
Make the paſt, preſent ; and the TOE, frown-?: 
How, ever and anon, awake the ſoul, ' 

As with a peal of thunder, to-ſtrange horrors,. 
In this long reſtleſs dream, which idiots hug, 


ar wite men flatter: with the name of life WEN 


 ANTIGONUS.. | 


Tow think . ae eee 
Ki NG. 


IF do not think at all: 


| The gods impoſe, the gods infli, my _ ; 
And paint my dreams with images of dread.” 


Laſt night, in ſleep, I faw the Thracian Ga6ehs ” 


And her two murder'd ſons. She frown'd upon me, 


And pointed at their wounds. How throbbꝰd my heart? 


How ſhook my couch? And, when the morning eame, 
The formidable picture ſtill ſubſiſted, 25 


And ſlowly vaniſh'd from my waking eye. 
I fear ſome heavy vengeance hangs in ai, 


And conſcious deities-infuſe theſe 3 i an 
To warn my ſoul of her approaching doom. 


The gods are rigid when they weigh ſuch deeds 
As _ a ruthleſs heart; they menfure blood. 


S © wo mr. 


— 


„** A * 
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By drops, and bate not one in the repay. | 
Could infants hurt me? *Twas not like a king, 
AnTIGonus. Se 
My lord, I do confeſs the gods are with us: 
Stand at our ſide in ev'ry act of life; | 
And on our Pillow watch each ſecret „ 5 
Nay, ſee it in its embryo, yet unborn. 

But their wrath ceaſes on remorſe for guilt ; 
And well I know your ſorrows touch your ſons; 
Nor is it poſſible but time muſt quench 
Their flaming ee in. a father s tears. 
Kine '- 
Vain comfort! þ this moment HEY 
My jarring ſons with fury ſhake my walls. 
Ah! why my curſe from thoſe, that ought to bleſs me? 
The queen of Thrace « can anſwer that fad queſtion : 
She had two ſons; but two.: .and ſo have I. 
Misfortune ſtands, with her bow ever bent 
Over the world; RY 80 he who wounds another. 
Directs the goddeſs by that part he. wounds, 
W here to ſtrike H her arrows in himſelf. 
AnTIGonvs.. 3 
1 own, I L think it time Your ſons r receive . 
A father's awful counſel ; or; while b SE 
Now weary nature « calls. for "ta repoſe, 
Your curtains. will be. ſhaken, with their broilss 
And, when you die, ſons blood may ſtain your tomb. = 
But, other cares demand you now: The Romans.” 7 
ages 3 * 
ochesg h pain 1 he ee periſh Rowe? 
Thrice happy they, who ſleep in humble life, 
Beneath the ſtorm ambition blows. Ti, meet 
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The Great ſhould have the fame of happineſs, | UL 
The confolation of a little envy 3 ; 50 
Tis all their pay for thoſe fuperior cares, 


Thoſe pangs of heart, their vaſſals ne'er can keel. 
Where are theſe ſtrangersꝰ Firſt P11 Bear their tale; ; 


Then talk! in private with my ſons. 
Auricoxus. 5 
5 But "Ty 


Intends my lord to male His 7 1818 wa Rome ? 9 
"TON Of ene 
Rome calls me m_ Ry her find Well 
AN r ISOs. 
O Sir, forbear ! Too late you felt Rome's 's power.” 
"MIND. 
Ves, and that Fey ſtings me more than « ever, 
To curſe, and hate, and hazard all ag ay gainſt her. 
0 AnTi&bnuvs. my, "oy e 
Hate her too much to give her, battle note; es 4 
Nor to' your godlike valour owe your ruin. W Sela 
Greece, 7 beſſaly,. Ittyrium, Rome 111 oh 8 
Your treaſures waſted, and your phalanx thinn'd* 2h 
Should ſhe proceed, and ſtrike at Macedon,  _ | 
What would be left, of empfte 7 a, 3 
8 515 on IT; "Er NG. indes lobe OOO 
egen bit! 5 tis All. . 
TU take my bc Sin d in theſe For 110 


SCENE draws, 100 diſcovers a magni cent throne, 
PRRSEUS, DEmeTRIOS, courtiers, &c. attending. 
Pare Woo and Cerx'tivs, the Roman ambaſla- 
dort, enter Trumpets berge he Kin Dae tht 

| throne. . cg ni gs fy e 4 wn $2050] 
| ; ear e ien, alt” 

Phil of „ 9 To thoſe complaints e 0h 


Our n groan 188 and you have heard at large, 
7 Rome 


Y as 
* 8 


74 


- 


* 
— 
*. 


Ori more, Sir as becomes a friend of Rome. 


| If as an enemy, let her proceed, ASI 72 N LETS 


And if to-day an error thwarts' their purpoſe, . 8 


A TRAGEDY. ang 


Rome now expects an anſwer. She fits judge, 
And will have been on earth. 


. King. 1 G5 
\ Expeds an anſwer | 


1 ſo dal anfiver as becomes king. 


 PosTHUMIUS. 


Kins. | 
Or tend s heir, to riſe ſtill higher. 
But to the purpoſe. Thus a king to thoſe 
That would make kings, and puff them out at pleaſure: 
Has Philip done amiſs ? *T'was you provok'd him. 45 
My cities, which deſerted in my wars, 


1 thought it meet to puniſh : You deny'd me. 


When I had ſhook the walls of Marena, + 
You pluckt me thence,” and took the taken town: 


Then you ſent word I ſhould retire from e 1 


A conqueſt at my door, by nature minee 
And ſaid, Here end thy realm; as ye were gods! © 

And gods ye ſhall be, ere Rome humbles me. Zuck Ja | 
All this is done; yet Philip is your friend! 
If this buys friendſhip,” where can you find fors 

In what regard will ſtern Roms look upon mer 

If as a friend, too precious let her hold > 
Her own eſteem, to caſt à ftain bn wine $113 Arge 2001 


And do a as the has done; > the need no more: | 
| - PogTHoMIUs. . FR af” ONT 


\ * 
TY, Ar EEC ESL 


The Romans do. no wrong; yet fill a are men: 1 pu x7 


To-morrow ſets it right: If Philip loves 175 
Dominion, and the pride that waits on Kings, 


(Of 


2216 THE BROTHERS. 
(Of which, perhaps, his words too frongly . 
Humility to Rome will lead him to it: : 
| She can * more than common kings can govern. 
__ Kins. | 
Than common kings? Ambaſſador! remember 
Canna Where firſt my ſword was fluſht with blood. 
DemMETRIUS. LAſide, to the fang. 
My lord, forbear. 
Kin. 
And Hannibal ſtill lives. 
Posrnuutus. 
| Becauſe he fled, at Capua. 
KING. 15 
There, indeed, ; 
1 was not with . | 
| PosTHUMIuvs. 
Therefore he fled alone—— 7 
Since thus you treat us,—hear another charge. 
Why here detain you, priſoner of your power, 
His daughter, who was once Rome's good ally, 
The king of Thrace? Why is ſhe not reſtor d? 
For our next meeting you'll provide an anſwer. 
What now has paid, for his ſake we forgive. 
T Pointing to Demetrius. 
But mark this all; There lis ſome little diſtance, 
Philip, between a Roman and a king. [ Exeunt Romans 
KING. 
bow ſay ſt, eee boaſter This to mo? | 
With e, I cleft yon Alpine rocks; IE. 
With Hannibal choak'd Thraſymene with laughter: ; 
But, O the night of Cann#'s raging heldJ 
| When os the Roman ſenate lay i in blood 5 
| | Witkour 


n 
* 
IS, 
505 


18. 


ut 


And if you do O let me ſigh no more! 
Let the white: hairs put in a claim to Nee 


A (TRAGEDY. | ay 
Without our tent, and groan d, as we excouedl.. 
Immortal gods! for ſuch another hour! 
Then throw my carcaſe to the dogs of Rome. 
|  ANTIGONUS. 
Sr you W your ſons. = 
Kine. or Tall 
Let al 5 
¶Exeunt all hou the King and his ſons. 


" - 


T'wo paſſions only take up all my ſoul ; 


Hatred to Rome, and tenderneſs for them. 

Draw near, my ſons, and liſten to my age. 
By what has paſs d, you ſee the ſtate of en 
Foreign alliance muſt a king ſecuee: 

And inſolence ſuſtain to ſerve his power : 

And if alliances with Rome are needful, 

Much more among ourſelves. If I muſt bear, 
Unmoyv'd, an inſult from a ſtranger's brow, 


| Shall not a brother bear a brother's loox 


Without impatience ?. Whither all this tends, 

Pm ſorry that your conſcious hearts can tell you: 

Is it not moſt ſevere? Two ſons alone 

Have crown'd my bed; and they too are not brothers. 


Look here, and, from my kind regards to you, 


Copy ſuch looks as you ſhould bear each other. 5 
Why do I ſigh? Do you not know, my ſons? 


PRR SEUS. 
Henceforch, my. „ ſole contention ahh my brother 
Is this; which beſk obeys our father's will. 
9 6 DzMRTARIUs. 1 
Faker lauge nature ever e e Ar ei 
Vor. II. e Ana, 288 tf Fe . In 
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(Of which, perhaps, his words too nad W 
Humility to Rome will lead him to it: 
| She can give more than common kings c can ins 


KING. 
Than common n kings ? Ambaſſador ! remember 


Cann Where firſt my ſword was fluſht with blood. | 


0 Dzuzrxius. [Afede, to the king. ] 
_ My lord, en, 
| B * 
And Hannibal ſtill lives. 
1 8 PosTHUMIUS. _ 
Becauſe he fled, at Capua. 
Kins. 
| There, indeed, 
I was not with him, 
| | Posravnr |} 
| Therefore he fled alone 
Since chus you. treat us, —hear another charge. 
Why here detain you, priſoner of your power, 
His daughter, who was once Rome's good ally, 
The king of Thrace? Why is ſhe not-reſtor'd ? 
For our next meeting you'll provide an anſwer. 
What now ms pale, for. bis ſake we forgive. 


* 
— 


[ [Pointing to Demetrius. 


But mark this . There lies ſome little diſtance, 


Philip, berwoen a Roman and a king. ee Romans. 


1. 108. 4406: 
How ſay'ſt, ee boaſter ! This to me! 
With Hannibal I cleft yon Alpine rocks ; 


With Hannibal choak'd Thraſymene with laughter: # | 


But, O the night of Cannes raging „„ 
When RAE the Roman ſenate lay i in blood 2 


Without 


it 


Let theſe white haits put in a claim to peace! 


A TRAGEDY. | ary 
Without « our tent, and groan d, as we ——_ | 
Immortal gods! for ſuch another hour! 
Then throw wy carcaſe to the dogs of hw 

. ANTIGONUS. 
Sir, you u forget your ſons. 85 

«NY Hon; 
Let all wi ithd raw. 

_ [Exeunt all but the King and his Jens. 
Two paſſions only take up all my ſoul; 
Hatred to Rome, and tenderneſs for them. | 
Draw near, my ſons, and liſten. tomy ag. 
By what has paſs d, you ſee the ſtate of ine ; 
Foreign alliance muſt a king ſecure ;. 


« - 


And inſolence ſuſtain to ſerve his power: 4 


And if alliances with Rome are needful, 
Much more among ourſelves. If T muſt bear, 
Unmov'd, an inſult from a ſtranger's brow, 


Shall not a brother bear a brother's loo 


Without impatience ?- Whither all this tends, | 
Pm ſorry that your conſcious hearts can tell you: 
Is it not moſt ſevere? Two ſons alone 


Have crown'd my bed; and they too are not brothers. 


Look here, and, from my kind regards to you, 
Copy ſuch looks as you ſhould bear each ather. 
Why do I ſigh? Do you not know, my n 
And if you do O let me ſigh no more! 


PRR SEUS. 705 11001 
Henceforth, my ſole contention with my ner 
Is this; nich beſs obeys our father's will. 
<A82 e » DEMETRIUS. + wy Bet 
Father, if Gemple nature ever ene r 
Vor. II. : Ai! 1 Aba; a N In 


a 


Ju her on language, — D een 
You ſee her now; the ſwells into my des. 5 e 
1 * thee _ heart; I fold thee in it. 
| Embracing en 
Dar father bids; ; ad hint we «Lewy a0 vale 
Is now the ne neee love. 
til RING. | 
> e en weir mother felt 
When they were born, was faint to what I feel. 
_ 15 Damwrnrve;, cls cok, « 
"Ree, brother, if he does not weep! His live . 
Runs o'er in venerable tears. I'm rude,ñ 5 ; yi 
But nature will eee 178. 0 father? 


lee. 
W [Afide.] | 
Now cannot F let fall a ſingle tee: 


KING. nr eee 
See! the «goo man has caught Wen 0 6 %% tar? 
F; ene _ een od 
e Such en, 

And fuch h alone, 10 hed in bene £044 3on 2; 
Nine pe $35 3 511 


Be not en. Perſeus, jealous of thy ate u 04 

Nor thou, Dossena, prone to give bio-emiſe 5% Id 

Nor either think of empixe till Pm deadz. 

Vou need not; you reipn no-]. my 1701 15 due 

Sheath your reſentments in your father's peace; 
7 Come to __ boſom Og as r! i HS: 


ene ts 1954 Mae 1415 0 Dyn 
Look down, * gods, and change me if you can, For 


This fight for one mote ſovely. Mhat ſo ſment. And 


So beautiful, on earth, and, ahl fo rare, it 7 Whi 
f 6 ; . ; | | As 5 ö 
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As kindred love, and family repoſe ! 74 £3 Þ 
This, this alliance, Rome, will quite undo thee. 
See this, proud eaſtern monarchs ! and look pale! 2 
Armies are routed, realms o er- run by this. 
y KING. | | 
Or if lJeagu'd worlds ſuperior forces bring, tn A 
Fd rather die a Father, than a King. | 
Fathers alone, a Father's heart can know; | 
What ſecret tides of ſtill enjoyment flow. . * // 
When brothers love! But if their hate ſucceeds, _ 


They wage the war; but tis 725 Father bleeds. 
LR: | 


End of the Pi; IRST Ac x. 
„ 
: | Ent 7a PERSEUS. 


P ERS E Us. 


X 7 H V loiters my ambaſſador to Dyas? 
His greatneſs will not ſure preſume to ſcorn 8 
A friendſhip offer'd from an heir of gs | 
But Pericles returns. 355 Re 
[Enter Peaicles.. # 
Is Dymas ours ? 
PERICLES. 1Q&Þ 4 
He's cautious, Sir ; he's ſubtle ; he's a courtier: 
Dymas is now for you, now for your brother; 
For both, and neither: He's a ſummer-inſeQ, 
And loves the ſunſhine: On his gilded wings, 5 
While the ſcales waver, he'll fly doubtful round you; 
L 2 And 
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And ſing his flatteries to both alike : 
The ſcales once fix'd, he'll ſettle on the winner, 
And ſwear his pray'rs drew down the victory 
But what ſucceſs had you, Sir, with your eie 7 
| PRRSEus. 
All, all my hopes are at the point of death! 
The boy triumphant keeps his hold in love: 
He's ever warbling nonſenſe in her ear, 
With all th* intoxication of ſucceſs. 
Darkneſs incloſes me; nor ſee I light 
From vn 4 quarter dawn, but from his death, 


PRRICLES. 

Why flare at his death, who reſolves an eres ? 
PzRSEUS. 

Reſolves on mine 5 8 

| | PERIcLES. 


Have you not mark d the princeſs? 
You have: With what a beam of majeſty 
Her eye ſtrikes ſacred awe ! It ſpeaks her mind 
Exalted, as it is. Whom loves ſhe then? 
Demetrius? no; Rome's darling ; who, no doubt, 
Dares court her with your empire. And ſhall A N 
| Survive that loſs ?— Thus he reſolves your prac 
55 P ExsZEUu s. 
Moſt true. What e crime then to firike firſt? But how? 
| Or when? or where ? O Pericles | ! aſſiſt x me. 
| « "My RICLES. £3 


Tis dangerous. ” 
J 0 Pzxszus. 


' The fitter then for 8 
 PerICLES. 


& Wait: an a occaſion t that befriends our within. 


= 


fg? 


177 


w_ 
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Pa xs Bus. 


Go, fool, ee ä „„ 


Can thirſt of empire, vengeance, beauty, wait? 
PERIcTLEsõ. 

In the mean time, accept a ſtratagem 1 

That muſt ſecure your empire, or your love. . 

Your brother's Roman friendſhips gall no leſs . 

The king, than you: He dreads their conſequence; 


| Dymas hates Rome; and Dymas has a daughter. 


How can the king ſo powerfully fix 


Demetrius faith, as by his marriage there? 


For Dymas, thus (Rome's ſworn, eternal foe). 
Becomes a ſpy upon his private life, 
And furety for his conduct. 

Pe RSEUS. 


True——But this it 
Our art defeats itſelf, My brother gains | 


The favourite, and ſo ſtrengthens in his treaſon. " 


 PERICLES. 

Think you, he he'll wed her? No; the ke) eye 
Makes no ſuch ſhort liv'd conqueſt. He'll Mo 
And thus effect what I have ſtrove in vain: 
Yes, he'll refuſe ; and Dymas, in his wrath, 
Will lift for us, and vengeance—— Then the king 
Will, doubtleſs, much reſent his ſon's refuſal ; 
And thus we kindle the whole court NI him. 

6 „ PERERUS- | 
My precious friend, I thank thee. 1 take wing. 


On ardent hope: I think it cannot fail. 


Go, make thy court to Dymas with this ſcheme: 
Begone Erixene ll feed her pride [ Looking, out. 
Once more; ; but not expend my breath in Nie 

| L 3 . 
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This meeting ſtamps unalterable fate; 
1 N wed ber, . ĩͤ 95, 299 

| | [Enter Erixene 4 Delia. 

85 O Erixene ! 
0 princeſs 1 colder than your Thracian ſows ! © 
See Perſeus, who neer ſtoop'd but to the gods, 5 
Proſtrate before you. Fame and Empire ſue. 
Why have I conquer d? Becauſe you are fair. 
What's Empire ?—but a title to adore you. 
Why do I number in my lineage high 5 
Heroes and gods !—That you, ſcarce lefs divine, 
Without a bluſh may liſten to my vows. | | 
My anceſtor ſubdu'd the world. Idare 
Beyond his pride, and graſp at more, in you. 
Obdurate maid ! or t dart or I expire. 


* 3 7 


ERIXENE. 
If love, my lord, is choice, who loves in vain 
Shoüld blame himſelf alone; and if tis fate, 
Tis fate in all: Why then your blame on me 
My cxown's precarious, thro the chance of war; 3. 
But ſure my heart's my own. Each villager 
Is queen of her affections, and can vent 
Her arbitrary ſighs where-e'er ſhe pleaſes 
Shall. chen the daughter of a race of germ! 


EL \Pengevs. 


Madam, you juſtly blame the chance of war : 

The gods have been unkind : I am not ſo. 

No! 1 1 comes to counter- balance fate; 

Thrace ne er was conquer'd,—if you ſmile on me. 
Silent! obdurate ſtill! as cold e as s death! 555 

But tis Demetrius- — | 


EIn 4 | 7 5 | Ex1x- 


AT RAO E D 


44 2 1 5 
ExI BVE. 
Prince, I take your e 
But, if you 900 wbink bis worth Re,” 11 
How OR is your recueſt! „ d 955 
PERSEUS. 


. 


No, Madam, no; 

Tho' 1985 bas 50 my mind, I ſtill can judge 
What ſprings the paſſions of the Great controul. 
Ambition is firſt miniſter of ſtate: ? 2721114 4 

Love's but. a ſecond in the cabinet: wg 9 21 
Nor can he feather there his unfledy'd ale. 
But from ambition's wing: But you conceive... 
More ſanguine hopes, from him whom Rome ſupports 
Than me. You view Demetrius on my throne z. 
And thence he ſhines indeed. His charms from Pn 
Tranſpierce your: ſoul, enamonr'd of domi! nion. 
|  Entxent.. 
Why now yo ew me your profound eſteem * 
Demetrius guilt alone has charms for me; 
Tis not the prince, but traitor, wins my love. 
Such inſults are not brook'd by royal minds, 
Howe er their fortunes ebb; and tho T'mourn, 
An orphan, and a captive, gods there are — 
Fear then an N and a captive's eng: C90 


e 


| Prxs EUS. 
Your cruel treatment of my paſſion— | 
But P'Il not talk. —This, Madam ; only thi — 
Think not the cauſe, the curſed cauſe of all, 
Shall laugh | ſecure, and triumph in my pangs: - 

No; by the torments of an heart on fire, 

| Bhe anten vengeance, who defrauds my love! Ert. 
8 BE L 15 1 ERIx- 
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| 8 ERIXEN E. 
What have 1 done? In what a ihichwind rage 
Has ſnatch'd him hence on re” 1 ewe on cy N. 


And wal Is. | 1 pl Oy 1.8131 wort 


Dunes; 

Madam, ſee! ee 

Eater DEMETRIUS. LIL 
"Exixens; 00h 

Ah, prince er the TY which ſo wilt hs lowra, 
1s now full ripe, and burſting oer your head. 1 
This moment Perſeus? malice flam'd before wb bn 10 ey 
Victorious rage broke thro his wonted guard, ort 28% 
And menac'd loud your ruin. "TO 0 fly 7 bi 
: * * nen 5 
. | e 


nn 


Her longing x arms to leo: you for her own. 

— DEMRTRIUs. 

Madam, tis dent z I confeſs it is: 

But is it loving as true lovers ought, 

To be ſo very prudent in our love! 

I boaſt not ſo much wiſdom: I prefer 1 
Death at your feet, before the world without you. 

| EkIxENE. 

is 3 thus extreme 


Deu raivs. . 

ES Oh! moſt belov'd Hp 
| Lov you like me, like me would you diſcern, AP 
That I but execute my brother's purpoſe —— 

By ſuck a flight. At that _ clamour, 1 


To what reſug? 


| Rome extends 8 


„ kak ne Wwe hw 5 rw 


Py 


_y am \, beef oa 


— 


F 
And menace aim, to chaſe a rival iy „ 
And keep the field alone. Oh ! ſhall I leave him. 27 
To gaze whole days; to learn to read your eye; 
To ſtudy your delights ; to chide the wind's _ 15 
Too rude approach; to bid the ground be ſmooth; 
To follow, like your ſhadow, where you go; 
Tread in your ſteps; perhaps to touch your hand. 
O death! to miniſter in little things; 
From half a glance to prophecy your will, 
And do it, ere well form'd in your own mind? 


Gods! gods! while worlds divide me from my ED, | | 


That, ſhould ſhe call, Demetrius might en e 
Ere he could reach her feet. 5 5 
Enixzxx. tte Lb 
| | If Perſeus we 5 
Pains you, it pains me more. Is your heart griey'd ? 
Mine is tormented: But ſince Philip's ſelf 
Is love's great advocate, a flat refuſal _ 
But blows their rage, and haſtens your deſtrudtion. 
Had I not that to fear ! were you ſecure! 
d eaſe my boſom of it's full diſdain, 
And daſh this bold preſumer on his birth. 
But, ſee! the grand proceſſion. 
| | DemeTRIUS. Fw 
8 et We muff join] it. $7 
Enter the Kino, Pansen us, ee eee 
- Kins. 
Let the proceſſion halt ! and here be paid, 
Before yon flaming altar, thanks to heav'n, 
That brings us ſafe to this auſpicious day! 
The great luſtration of our martial powers, 


Which, from its diſtant birth to preſent time, 8 1 
| ; .  Vnfolds | 


A 
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Unfolds the glories of this antient empire, 


And throngs the pride of ages in an hour. 


PosTmuumivus. [| Pointing. ] 


What figure' 8 that, O Philip ! which precedes ? T2 


KING. 


The founder of our Empire, furious ſon # 
Ol great Aleides. We're ally'd to heaven; 


And you, I think, call Romulus a god. — 
That, Philip, ſecond of our name; and here, 


O bend with awe to him, whoſe red right-hand 
Hurl'd proud Darius like a ſtar from heaven, 


With leſſer lights around him, flaming down, 


And bid the laurell'd ſons of Macedonia 
5 Drink their own Ganges. EEE Ga 


Pr. RSEUS. [Aſide to "OE I x 
c Give him his helmet, brother. 
KIS. [To bis ſons.] 


You lead the troops that join in mock encounter ; ; 


And in no other may you ever meet! 


But march one way, and drive the world before ) you. 
The viQor, as our antient rites decree, | 


Muſt hold a feaſt, and triumph in the bowl. 


DEMETRIUS. 


. long, my lord, to ſee the charge begin; 


The brandiſh'd faulchion, and the - m3 helm, 


Tho' but in ſport; it is a ſport for men. 
Raw Alexander thus began his fame, 
And overthrew Darius, firſt, at home. - 


We'll præctiſe o'er the plans of future conqueſts, 


While neighbouring nations tremble at our play 3 3 


And own the fault in fortune, not in us, 
That u. we but want a foe, to be immortal. 


PER- 


- AT) MRKGVDTY: 12.5 
PEzxSEVs.. | | 
You have copy d: my wants: I thank you, brother. 
KIx E. [Niing, and coming forwards. Mufic. 3 
How vain all outward effort tofupply 
The ſoul with joy! The noontide fun is Sink." 
And muſic diſcord; when the heart is low : ?: 
Avert its omen] What a damp hangs on me! 
Theſe ſprightly, tuneful airs but fkim along 
The ſurface of my ſoul, not enter there: 
She does not dance to this inchanting found.” ” 
How, like a broken inftrument, beneath ah. of 
The ſkilful touch, my joyleſs heart lies dead! poo 4 
Nor anſwers to the maſter's hand divine! | 


.  AnT1Govus. 

When men once reach their autumn, ſickly joys 
Fall off apace, as yellow leaves from trees, 
At ev'ry little breath mis fortune blows; 15 
Till, left quite naked of their happineſs, 

In the chill blaſts of winter they expire. 
This is the common lot. Have comfort then : 

Your grief wil amp the triumph. 
; Kix. 


8 | It is over. 
Hear too; "the trumpet calls us to the field, 


And now this phantom of a fight begins. 

Fair princeſs, you and I will go together, 

As Priam and bright Helen did of old, 

To view the war. Your eyes will make them bolder, 

And raiſe the x price of victory itſelf. 5 | 
| TAll go out but Perſeus, who has RY WIR Demetrius 


and Erixene all this time convert ing, and feys be- 
2 nd 1 a 1 ä 


pe 


bt 
oy 7 
bl 
i 
x 


And Iwill uſe cn as I e e brother. 
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PakneDs: ©. * 


| 8 face ſhe feeds him with her ſmiles: 


The king looks on, nor diſapproves the crime; 
And the boy takes them as not due to me. 


Without remorſe as happy as ſhe'll make him. oh 7 1 


Periſh all three ! PII ſeek allies elſewhere $. - 
Father and brother, nay, a miſtreſs too. 


Deſtruction, riſe! Though thou art black as night, | 


Thy mother, and as hideous as dear: 
Pl! claſp thee thus, nor think of woman more. 
How the boy doats, and drinks in at his eyes 


Her poiſon! O to ſtab him in her arms! 


And yet do leſs than they have done to me. 
Enter PERICLES. 


| ED Paxierzs. | 1 
Where i is my prince ? The nation's on the wing ; 3 


No boſom but exults ; no hand but bears 
A garland, ora trophy: And ſhall Perſeus — — 


| v \ PERSEUS. 
Vengeance! * . 
Wl | [Shou ewithin, 
E | 
Hear how with ſhouts they rend the ſkies ! 
| Pr xs Eus. 


Give me ay vengeance! 


PERICLES. | 
Forty thouſand men, 


; \ 


In poliſh'd armour, ſhine againſt the fun. - 


PE RxsEUs. 
Dare but oe word, and not of ve einc, 


PERI- 
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PerICLES. 

Vengeance! on whom? 

5 1 PR RSEUSs. 

On him. 


Pex ern 
What vengeance 5 


Ps Rs E us. 
Blood. 
5 Wee | 
'Tis yours. | 
CE Pz Rs Eus. 
What god will give it me #: 
Px RICLES. 
_ Your own En” 
| PERSBZ Us. 5 
1 dare en my father. 
N Faxterzs. 
7 es You ſhall dare. 
0 Pubenoy! | 
Shalt thou dare give encouragement to Perſeus 98 
Unfold = purpoſe s Pl outſhoot the e 
PRERICLES. 
Where are en going? 
PERSRkus. 
To the mock encounter. 
'PenICLES. 
What more like mock encounter than the true ? 
 Pzx$BUS. 
Enough—He's dead! * Twas accident; twas error: 
No matter what. Ten thouſand ſhare the d 
e PRRICLEsõ. e 
Hold, Sir! I had forgot: On this occaſion, 
The troops are ſearch'd ; and foils alone are worn, 
n of ſwords. | 


PE R- 
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- PerR$evs. 

8 An oſier were enough. n 
Who pains my heart, plants thunder in my 1 
x PextcLss. 

But ſhould this fai 14515 8) 
PERSEus. 
| Impoſſible! 
PERICLES. 
5 Net, mould = 
The banquet: follows. 1 
7 . e 1 PEERS 1: 


Poiſon in his wine. 
I thank the gods! : my ſpirits are reviv'd ! 
I draw immortal rigous from that bowl! 


rt bn nc 
| Nay, ſhould boch fail, the field and 3 too, 
All fails not; fairer hopes to fair ſucceed: . 


For know, my lord, the king receiv'd with joy 
The martingy-ſchome, and ſent for die oats 

| PERSE Us. Pal} 

Then Shins) SA ſecond bowl of en — him. 

| PerICLESs. 

Yet more: This ev'ning thoſe ee en 

Which Philip ſent to Rome, beneath the name 

Of public buſineſs, but, in truth, to learn 

Lour brother's conduct, are expected home. 

PRRSEUS. 

Thoſe 8 I ſwore, before they parted "PAO 

In dreadful ſacraments of wine and blood, 18 
To bring back ſuch reports, as ſhou'd deſtroy him: — 

And what if, to complete our ſecret „ N 1 

We feign a letter to his friend the conſul, 

To ſtrengthen our ambaſſadors repott? 

we f , og 6 | Px KI 
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7 TS © PentcrLs. 

That care, my lord, be mine: I know a knave, 

Grown fat on forgery; he'll counterfeit 

Old Quintius hand and ſeal, by former letters 

Sent to the king ; which you can gain with eaſe. 
 PegRSEvVs. | 

Obſerve—This morning, at their interview, 

The Romans, in effect, inform'd the king, 

That Thrace was theirs, and order'd him reſtore 
The princeſs. * This will give much air of truth, _ 
If our forg'd letters ſay the Romans crown - 

Demetrius * of Tame and promiſe more. 
PERICLES. 
My lord, it t ſhall be done. 
PERSEUS. | . = 
All cannot fail. [Trumpets. 
PRERICLEs. 
The trumpets ſound; the troops are mounted. 
PE Rs Eus. 


. | | Wee , 

Sweet vengeance cir Nor ever call'd a god 

Such ſwift obedience : Like the rapid wheel, 

I kindle in the courſe ; Pm there already; 

Snatch the bright weapon; bound into my ſeat; 
Strike; triumph; ſee him gaſping on the ground, 
And life, love, empire, ſpringing from his wound. 
When god-like ends, by means unjuſt, ſucceed, 
The great reſult adorns the daring deed. 

Virtue's a ſhackle, under fair diſguiſe, 
To fetter Tomy while we bear off the prize. 
[Exeunt. 


End of the ss ce hb Aru: | 
w_ 


4 While 1 tranſport you with the fair record 
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N 


Euter PR As Eus. 


W 


VOWARDS i in ill, like cowards in 1 field, 
Are ſure to be defeated. To ſtrike hawks -- Gs 
In both, is prudence : Guilt, begun, muſt 9 
To guilt conſummate, to be ſafe. 


Enter Px RIcLEVõ. # 


_ PexICLES. 25 

| My fm | 
' Pexsevs, 

Diſturb not my devotions ; they decline Cd 
'The beaten track, the common path of pray'r— 
Ye pow'rs of darkneſs! that rejoice in ill ; 

All fworn by Styx, with peſtilential blaſts 

To wither every virtue in the bud ; 

To keep the door of dark conſplmey,. Po 

And ſnuff the grateful fumes of human blood! 
From ſulphur blue, or your red beds of fire, 

Or your black ebon thrones, auſpicious riſe ; 
And, burſting thro' the barriers of this world, 
Stand in dread contraſt to the golden ſun ; 

\ Fright daylight hence with your infernal ſmiles, 
And howl aloud your formidable joy, 


Of what your faithful miniſter has done, 


— 


Beyond 


* 
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Beyond your rage ſelf. impelbd, e 
To ſpread your empire, and ſecure his own. - 
Hear, and applaud. Now, nn F 
N is the letter forg' d? K 
„ 2 PRRTOL ED: | 
This moment; and * cheat 
The cunning eye of jealouſy itſelf. 
I 
Tis well: Art thou appris d of what 101 paſt 
Since laſt we moot arcs | : 
2 „ HT 4:07 
No, my lord. 
PexSEVS. 8 
Iben rouſe 
Thy whole attention: Here we are in private: 
Know then, my Pericles, the mock encounter 
I turn'd, as taught by thee, to real rage. 
But blaſted be the cowards which I led ! 
TYM trembled ati atboy.” 
Pex1CLES. 
Ha! 
Pz RSEUs. 
| PE liche Mark me well! 
The villains fled. but ſoon my prudence turn 9 
To good account that momentary ſhame. 
Thus——] pretend *twas voluntary flight _- 
To fave a brother's blood; accuſing him 
As author of that conflict I declin d, | 
And he pared with ardour and ans. 
| PicLEs. 
That's artfu]. What enſu d? 
| PERSEUS. 
185 The banquet follow'd. 
Held 
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Held by the victor, as our rites require: 
To which his eaſy nature, foon ugpenre;” | 
Invited me: I'went not; but ſent ſpies 
To learn what paſs d: which 1 by chance ders 
O bſerve 9 0 were ill chin 
= Fan. LES.“ 
By whom? your brother? 
5 Pr RSE US. 
No; by his ſons of riot. He ſoon after, 
Not knowing that my ſervants were abus d. Har! 
Kind, and gay-hearted, came to viſit me. 
They, who miſus'd. my ſpies, for ſelf-defence, 
| Conceal'd their arms beneath the robes of peace. 
Of this inform'd, again my genius ſerv'd me. 
Dare. 1007115 4 1 2 
Vou took occaſion, from theſe few in arme, On 
To charge a unden aſſault on * aun 
nne $0 £5 3 gf 20% 
True, 1 f But mark my ibis Abe vb 
Againſt my brother ſwift J bar my gates; 
Fly to my father; and, with artful tears, 
Accuſe Demetrius; firſt, of turning _ 
And guiltleſs exerciſe, to mortal rage; 
Then, of inviting me (ſtill blacker hee | 
To ſmiling death in an invenom'd bowl z- 101 ” 
And, laft, that, both theſe failing, mad wich reg, 
He threw his ſchemes of baffled art aſide, 71 
And with arm' d men avow ' dly _ e . 
|  PERICUES 62: 5-1 Ban 
"Three ſtartling a be and well mented, | 
Following each other in an eaſy train,, 
With fair ſimilitude of truth ! But, Sir, 
Taue bore your father | : Cs 


1 29 
JZ 


Re 


What ſaid he, when recover'd? _ 
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PERSBUS.. .. . 
Oh! he ſhook! be eu! 
Nor was his fleeting ſoul recall'd with eaſe. 
PeRICLES. 


'PexSEvS. 
His 1 
I kk not yet; \ Ine" ſee, bis minion comes; 
And comes perhaps to tell me—ButT'll go ; 
Suſtain my part, and echo loud my wrongs. 
Nought ſo like innocence, as perfect guilt. 


Tf he — aught of moment, you'll inform me. 


[4s Perſeus goes off, he is ſeized by Men, 


Enter Dy As. 
PRERICLE 5 


13 fare the king ? 
| Drmas. 


 Evnas an at oak 


| Puſkt to = fro, "KH Lids of the ſtorm ; 


Whoſe largeſt branches are ſtruck off by thunder; 
Yet ſtill he lives, and on the mountain groans ; 
Strong in afflition, awful from his wounds, 
And more aan: in ruin, than in glory. 

;  PERICLES.. 


1 how prince Perſe has accus'd his brother. 


Dyas. i el 
True ; and the dig s commands are now gone Fey 1 
To throw them both in chains; for farther N 


Makes Philip doubt the truth of Perſeus . 


ä W e 
Wing then i is as — 1 
| Desde. 
Were both this hour 
Muſt 
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| Muſt plead their cauſe before him : Nay, already, 
His nobles, judges, counſellors, are met ; 
And public juſtice wears her ſterneſt form : 
A more momentous trial neer was known; 
Whether the pleaders you ſurvey as brothers, 
Or princes known in arts, or fam'd for arms z 
Whether you ponder, in their awful judge, 
The tender parent, or the mighty king. 
"Greece, Athens hears the cauſe : The great reſult 


Is life or death; is infamy, or fame. [Trumpets. 
„ 1 
What trumpets theſe ? 
Dy As. | 
They ſummon. to the court. 
| [Exeunt. 


8 CENE draws, the Court, King, Fc. 


Enter Wange and takes his place by the KI ve. | 


| King. 
Bring forth the idee | 
Strange trial this! Here fit I to- debate, 
Which vital limb to lop, nor that to ſave, 
But render wretched life more wretched ſtill. 
What ſee I, but heav'n's vengeance, in my fons? 
Their guilt a ſcourge for mine: Tis thus heav'n writes 
Its awful meaning, plain in human deeds, 
And /anguage leaves to man. 


Enter Pexsevs and DEMET Artus in chains, from dif- 
ferent fides of the fla ge Perſeus follow'd by _ 


cles, and Demetrius Antigonus. 
: Dymas. . f 
| - Dread Sir, your a 
14% flit \ 7 


| Thare x no o ſons ; and that I ever had, Is 


N : 


' A* TRAGEDY. an 

Is now my heavieſt curſe : And yet what care, | 

What pains, I took to curb their riſing rage! 
How often have I rang'd thro hiſtory 

To find examples for their private uſe ? _ 

The Theban brothers did I ſet before them 

What blood! what deſolation | but in vain! | 

For thee, Demetrius, did 1 go to Rome, 
And bring thee patterns thence of brothers love; 
The Quintii, and the Scipio's But in vain! _ 

If I'm a monarch, where is your obedience ? 

If I'm a father, where's your duty to me F ag 

If old, your veneration due to years? | 

But I have wept, and you have ſworn, in 5 

I had your ear, and enmity your heart. 

How was this morning's counſel thrown away! 

How happy is your mother in the grave! _ 

She, when ſhe bore you, ſuffer'd leſs: Her pangs, 

Her pungent pangs, thagb thro' the father's heart. 

|  DemeTryzus. 
You can't condemn me, Sir, to worſe than this. 
SY > Ae. "is 

Than what, * young deceiver ? While 1 8 

You both with impious wiſhes graſp my ſceptre: 

Nothing i is ſacred, nothing dear, but Empire; 

Brother, nor father, . can you bear ; fierce Juſt 

Of Empire burns, extinguiſh'd all beſide. 

Why pant you for it? To give others awe ?. 
Be therefore aw'd yourſelves, and tremble at it, 

While in a father's band, 
Du . 

My hots , your warmth 


Defers the 8 


King. 


To be themſelves the ftorm! Ol how Romer rninphet 

Oh! how they bring this hoary head to ſhame! 

Conqueſt and fame, the labour of my life, 
No turn againft me; and call in the world 


Wants ev'n the wretch's privilege—a Wiſh. : 5 ; 


Doubtful o'er them; but Pm condemn'd already; 


Speak ET with utmoſt ſtruggle I fea”: 
"Theſe chains were ſcarce defign'd to reach my tongue: ö 
Their treſpaſs ĩ is deen ſtopping here. | 


Not ſo; for, ſee, Demetrius wears them too. 
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a | King. | 


Am then too warm * 


They "op mould ele me from ev'ry blaſt, 


To gaze at what wwas Philip, but who now | 


What can I with ? Demetrius may be guiltleſs. 
What then is Perſeus ? Judgment hangs as yet 


Fot both are mine; and one—is foul as hell. 
Should theſe two hands wage war, (theſe hands leſs 
What boots it which prevails ? In both I bleed. (dear !) 
But I have done. Speak, Perſeus, and at large; 
lon e, no . We Treu r 
| ou [To Demetrius 
Ps k us. 


| [Shewing his arms, | 
Theſe hatte ! for what 5 Are chains for innocence 1 


Fool that I was, to tremble at vain laws; 
Nor learn. from him defiance of their frown ; 


Since innocence and guilt are us'd alike ; 5 
| Blood- thirſty ſtabbers, and their deſtin'd prey ; ; 


Perſeus, and Ne vl nat call him brother : 1 


| a [Pointing to Demetrius. 1 
Ne wants not t that enhancement of his 8 


KING. 


A f bnaerbr. 
oeh einen, 
But cloſer | to > thi EW ; and lay belies us 
Your 3 deportment this ill-fated _ 

- +3753 8 105; Pargaoa(: | | 
Sear was «he cool from that embrace this morning, 
Which you injoin'd, and Iſincerely gave: 
Nor thought: he plann'd my death within my arms 
When holding vile, oaths, honour, duty, ys 
He fir'd our friendly ſports to martial rage. 5 
If war, why not fair war? But that 1 | 
From hoſtile conflict, as from brothers play, 
He bluſh'd not to invite me to his banquets + 
I went not; and in that was I to blame? 
Think you, there nothing had been found but Pence. 
From whence ſoon after fally'd armed men? 
Think you, I nothing had to fear from beds 
When from their fails. I ſcarce eſcap'd: with ah Py 
Or poiſon-might: his v aldur ſuit as well: 130 29) 180 
This paſed, as ſuits his wiſdom, Macedonians! 22811 of 
Who volts oer elder brothers eg. nag V 
. With an arm'd rout he came to viſit m. Pe : 
Ex Did I refuſe to go, a bidden-gueſt ? 
And ſhould I welcome him, a threat ning foe? 
{F Reſenting my refuſal ;. boiling for N 
7 iu bas nee us. ere 215 nis 
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— 


Call thoſe I name ; who: dare this deed, dare all; ; 
Yet will not dare deny, that this is true. 
My death alone can yield a ſtronger proof; 


Will no 5 e than that content a Father „ 


PxRIcLES. © 5 * . THY, 


1 you 5 10 art, as well as firem: 


Nor have 5 wars worn Athens from his tongue. 
PERSE Uv. 


| "A 78 who ſeeks to bathe in brother? s blood, 


Not find well-pleas'd the fountain whence it flow: 


Let him, who ſhudders at a brother's en 3 


Find refuge in the boſom of a father: 

For where elſe can I fly? whom elſe implore? 

I have no Romans, with their eagles wings, | 

To ſhelter me; Demetrius borrows thoſe, 

To mount full rebel-high : I have their hatred; 
And, thanks to heav'n ! deſerve it: Good a pins 
Can ſee your towns and kingdoms torn away 189 10 
By theſe protector; and ne er loſe his compbſy i bg e 


My weakneſs! I confeſs, it makes me rave wy 
It makes me ame dhe: my tears yy 1 800 05 


4 E 


. PERICLES.-/ Or O3-STHT97 3. 


| Was ever ne proof of filial love? 


1,71 2 PERSEVS.: If vl et 1267 
Vain are Bas loads while yoll $3 I Arg | 


But ſhou'd the ſword take me, and age my father, 11 
(Heav'n grant they leave him to the ſtroke of age ! 
The kingdom, and the king, are both their own; 

A duteous loyal king, a ſceptred ſlave, ; og 

A er e ſlave to Rome. | IJ 


r 4 4 1 i of 
47 Kung, ran bed won wo! 


5 run let an guess Grallow Macrdovi 5 od 291600 


1 | : Per- 


A TRAGEDY. "ne" 
Ein,, < © 
How, at ack news, would Hannibal rie? 
How the great ſhade of Alexander ſmile? _ 
The thought quite choaks me up: I can no more. 
1 Ky NG. 
proceed! 1 5 5 
Pu RSEVUS. 
Nd, Sir—Why have I ſpoke at 1 
Twas needleſs : Philip juſtifies: my charge; 
Philip's the ſingle witneſs which I call, 
To Peep Demetrius guilty. 
SR, "WINS: 
What doſt mean ? 
Penszvs. 
What mean A, Sir, what mean 1 To run mad; 


For who, unſhaken both in heart and brain, 
Can TEC it! 


- 


Kine. | 
Wat? 
n. 
3 This morning's rafile, 
This morning they proclaim'd him Philip's king: 
This morning they us you for his ſake. 
0 F : ee I could ſtrike him dead. 
Fino. Po 


More temper. 
„ PrRxsEus. | 
Not more truth ; that cannot be! 
And that i it cannot, one proof can't eſcape you; 
For what but truth could make me, Sir, ſo bold? 
Rome puts forth all her ſtrength to crown her minion. 
Demetrius vices, thriving of themſelyes, . | | 
Her fulſome flatt'ries dung to ranker growth. 5 | 
Vor. II. „ 1 Deme- 


Demetrius is our god, and would be ſo.- 
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Demetrius is the burden of her fong; 
Each river, hill , and dale, has learnt his name . | 
While elder Perſeus in a whiſper dies.. 
Demetrius treats ; Demetrius gives us peace: 


:My fight is ſhort : Look on him you that can : 
"What ſage experience fits upon his brow, 
What aweful marks of wiſdom, who vouchſafes 

Io patronizen Father, and a Ring. | | 
Such . is treaſon. ; 
| Ka: 2 

. Treaſon ! Death! 

| | Proc US. 

| "Nor let "I ties of blood bind up the Aid 
Of juftice ; Nature's ties are broke already: 
Por, who contend before you ?—Your two was? 

No; read aright ; tis Macedon, and Rome. 

A well-maſk'd foreigner, and your—only ſon, - 
Guard of your life, and—exile of your love. 
Now, bear me to my dungeon: What ſo fit 

As darknefs, chains, and death, for tych a traitor? 

| Kine. Lg 

Speak, Demetrive. V 
| He 20: 
My ad he cannot ſpeak ; mrxept his te tears . | 
—_ of words. | FP 
Pensevs. 13 1 
. ; | His tears as falſe as they—— = 

: Now: wh rafe, and foppery of tongue, Teng 

More erf action, and a ſmoother done, 1 
That orator of fable, and fair face, „ 

Will ſteal on your brib'd hearts, and, as you liſted, „ 

Plain truth, and 1, ane Perſeus, are e forgot. e 


— 2 a i 2 * * 15 * 2 a 
* * 2 * "W WE 9 ; 22 | 2 * * 7 
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| Demerrivs.. N 


My father ! | King! and Judge ! thrics aweful peas | 
Your Son, your Subject, and your Priſoner, hear; 
Thrice humble ſtate ! If I have grace of ſpeech, 
(Which gives, it ſeems, offence) be that no crime, | | 


Which oft has ſerv'd my country, and my bg 


Nor in my brother let it paſs for virtue, 

That, as he is, ungracious he would ſeem : 

For, oh! he wants not art, tho grace may fal him. 
The wonted aids of thoſe that are accus d, 


Has my accuſer ſeiz'd; He ſhed falſe tears, | 
That my true ſorrows might ſuſpected flow: 


He ſeeks my life, and calls me Murderer ; 
And vows no refuge can be find on earth, 


That 1 may want it in a father's arms; 


Pooh arms, to which cen ſtrangers fy for ſafety. 
Kine. 0 
Speak to your charge. Gi 
DemerTrIvs. 
He charges me with nds ;. 


If Ima traitor, if I league with Rome, 


— 


Why did his zeal forbear me till this hour ? 
Was treaſon then no crime, till (as he feigns) 
I ſought his life ? Dares Perſeus hold, fo much, 


His father's welfare cheaper than his own? 


Leſs cauſe have 1, a brother, 'to complain. 


He fays, I wade for Empire thro? his blood: 


— We 


He ſays, I place my confidence in Rome: „ 
Why murder him, if Rome will crown my brow? . | 


Will then a ſceptre, dipt in brother's blood, 
Conciliate love, and make my reign ſecure * 


Mz VV 
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Falſe are both charges; and he proves en falſe, 5 
By placing them together. TO 
_ ANTIGONUS. 
That's well urg d. 
Du rRlus. 1 

Mark, Sir,; how Perſeus, unawares, Ee me | 

From guilt in all, by loading all with guilt. 

Did I deſign him poiſon at my ſeaſt? 

Why then did I provoke him in the field? 

That, as he did, he might refuſe to come: > | e f 
When angry he refus'd, I ſhould have ſooth'd | | 
His rous'd reſentment, and deferr'd the blow; 3 

Not deſtin'd him that moment to my ſword, 

Which I before inſtructed him to ſhun. | 
Turo fear of death, did he decline my banquet ? 
Caou d I expect admittance then at his? „ : 
"Theſe numerous pleas at variance, overthrow LT 
Each other, and are advocates for me. 
|  PeRSEVsS. 
No, Sir ; Poſthumius i is his advocate. 
KING. 
Art thou afraid that 1 ſhould hear him out 2 

| __ DemerTrIvs. 

Quit then this picture, this well-painted fear, 

And come to that, which touches him indeed. 

Why is Demetrius not deſpis'd of al, 

His ſecond in endowments, as in birth? _- 
Ho dare 1 draw the thoughts of Pi 4 I p 
| How dare I gain eſteem with foreign powers? 
Eſteem, when gain'd, how dare I to preſerve ? 
"Theſe are his ſecret thoughts ; theſe burn within ; 
5 . n up ee in his opt, 


— 


; Turn 


A TRAGEDY: 2456 
Turn friendly viſits to foul fraud, and murder 
And pour in poiſon to the bowl of love. 
Merit is 7 _ in a younger brother. 
KIS. | 
But clear your conduR with regard to kane, = 
285 | V 
Alas! dread Sir, 1 grieve to find ſet down, 
Among my crimes, what ought to be my praiſe. 
That I went hoſtage, or ambaſſador, aſs 
Was Philip's high command, not my requeſt :. 
Indeed, when there, in both thoſe characters, 
| I bore in mind to whom I owe my birth: 
Rome's favour follow'd. If it is a crime 
To be regarded; ſpare a-crime you caus d; 
Caus'd by your orders, and example too. 
True, Pm Rome's friend, while Rome is your ally: 
When not, this hoſtage, this ambaſſador, 
So dear, ſtands forth the fierceſt of her foes; 
At your command, flies ſwift on wings of fire, 
| IE: native thunder of a father's arm. | 


| AnTIconus. 

There ſpoke at once, the Hero, and the dings: 

| DemeTaIVUS. 

To eloſe — To thee, I grant, ſome thanks are due; 

5 ' [Speaking to Perſeus. 

Not for thy kindneſs, but maligilty 2 

Thy charaQer's my friend, tho thou my foe : . 
For, ſay, whoſe temper promiſes moſt guilt ?: 

Perſeus, importunate, demands my death :: 

I do not aſk for his: Ah! no; I feel 

Too pow'rful nature pleading for him Here: 

But, were there no fraternal tie to bind me, | 

"20M 5 8 e 


5 © Perſeus! how I tremble as I ſpeak l 


Forgot, ſcorn d, hated, tradden under foot! 


. THE BROTHERS. 
A ſon of Philip muſt be dear to me. | | 
If you, my father, had been angry with. me, 
An elder brother, a leſs aweful parent, : 
He ſhould aſſwage you, he ſhould bee g 
| Soften my failings, and indulge my youth: 
But my aſylum drops its character; | 
I find not there * reſcue, but my ruin. 
| PexsSEvs.. | 
His bold affurance—— f 
| KING. 
| Do not interrupt lin; | 
But tle thy RIFE faith his defence. 


- DemerTrIvVs. 


Je SB. 


Where is a brother's voice ; a brother's eye ? 
Where is the melting of a brother's heart? 
Where is our aweful father's dread command ? 
Where a dear, dying mother's laſt requeſt ? 


Thy heart, how dead to ew'ry call of nature! 
 Unſon'd ! unbrother'd ! nay, unhumaniz d! 
Far from affeQion, as thou'rt near in blood 
5 45 . n hut my heart's too full. 


[Falls OW 

REL i 0:4 Raws, 
Support * | „ 
| Punonvs:. | 

| Vengeance overtakes his « Crimes. 

„ . Kine. 
No more! | 
Au ricenus. 


1 from his hoary brow, he wipes the dew, | 
Which agony "Op from him. | 
| Kine. 


A TRAGEDY. 247 
Kano: -; | 
Oh! my friend, 1 
Theſe boys at Arife, like Atne's ſtruggling flames, 
Convulſions cauſe, and make a mountain ſhake; 
Shake Philip's firmnefs, and convulſe his heart; 

And, with a fiery flood of civil war, 

Threaten to deluge my divided lane. 

I've heard them both; by neither am convinc'd: 

And yet Demetrius words went thro' my bean ; 
A double crime, Demetrius, is your charge; 


| Fondneſs for Rome, and hatred to your brother. 


If you can clear your innocence in one, 
Twill give us. cauſe to thin you wrong'd in both. 
Demsr avs. 
= How ſhall I clear it, Sir? 
e oo KING. 
. This honeſt man | 

Deteſts the Romans : 11 you wed his daughter, 
Rome's foe becomes the guardian of your * 


DemerTRrIvVs. | 
I told you, Sir, when I return d from Rome——. | 
Kine. _ 3 


How !—Doſt thou want an abſolute command * 
Your Brother, Father, Country, all exact it. 
| _ AnTiGonus. [Afde to Demetrius. } 
See yonder guards at hand, if you refuſe. 
Nay, more; a father, ſo diftreſs'd, demands 

A ſon's compaſſion, to beealn his heart. | 

Oh! Sir, comply. 

Duras. ke e 8 
8 There l there! indeed, you touch me! 

Beſs, if Pm confin'd, and N mes, | 

: „„ = I never, 
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I never, never, Hall behold Ber more.—— 
Pardon, ye gods! an artifice forc'd on me. 


— 
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4 
| | Dead Sir, . ſon complies. 8 0 the king. b 
0 I DruAs. 
1 Aſtoniſhment 1 
I Kins. e 

Strike off his chains. dot Perſeus too is Hows FSH 


They wear no bonds, but thoſe of duty, now. | 
Dymas, go, thank the prince : He weds your daughter 3 
: And GS honours pay your high deſert. 2 
¶Exeunt all but Dymas and Demetrius 
Dymas. 
O, Sir, without preſumption, may I dare 
To lift my raviſh'd thought ?—— 
DznerRIVs. | 
| In what I've done, 
1 paid a duty to my father's will: N 
And ſet you an example, where tis 2555 
Of not — yours. 
Drwas. 


Mp ah rs” 


To you, can never fall. p 
| \ DemeraIT „ 4 
| Then, Dymas, I requeſt ny 7 
Go ſeck the king, and ſave me from a marriage 
My brother has contri vd, in artful malice, 
To make me loſe my Father, or my Love. 
Go. * the juſt refuſal on thyſelf. 
| Dymas. | 
What Philip authorizes me to wiſh, 
| You, Sir, may diſappoint : But, to take on me 
The load of the refuſal 
Dzuxr Alus. | 
1s no more 'Than 


- 


4 a _ g 1 
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Than Dymas owes his honour, if he'd ſhun | 5 
The natural ſurmiſe, that he concurr'd 
In brewing this foul treaſon. 

| Drugs. : 
Sir, the king 
Knows what he does;. and, if he ſeeks my 1 

DemeTRIVUs. - 

In a degree, deſtructive of his own, | 
Tis yours to diſappoint him, or renounce 
Your duty to you . 5 

5 1 TIF MAS: | 

Vou'll better 8 

| Das nls, 

Ves, better tell the king, he wounds his honour, 

By lifting up a minion from the duſt, | 

And mating him with princes. Uſe your power 

Againſt yourſelf: Yes, uſe it, like a mann, +, 

In ſerving him who gave it. Thus you'll make 

Indulgence, juſtice, and abſolve your maſter. 

Tho' kings delight in raiſing what they love, 

Leſs owe they to themſelves, than to the throne; 

Nor muſt they proſtitute its majeſty, _. - | 

To ſwell a | ſybject's pride, howe'er deſerving, 

| _ Dremas. 

What the INI grants me oe ok oo 

' DemETRIUNS. 0 1 

| Talk not of a grant: : 

| What a king ought not, that he cannot give; 

And what is more than meet from princes bounty, 

Is plunder, not a grant. Think you, his honour. 

A perquiſite belonging to your place, 

As favourite paramount ? Preſerve the king 
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From doing. wrong, tho wrong is done for you; 


| And thew, tis not in favour to corrupt thee. 


Dy MAS. 


1 fought not, sir, this honour. 


DzuzTRIUS. 


But would take it. 


True majeſty's the. very ſoul of kings ; 


And, rectitude's the ſoul of majeſty: | 


If mining minions fap that reQitude, 


The king may live, but majeſty expires : : 
And he that leſſens majeſty, impairs 
That juſt obedience public good requires; 


Pony a traitor, to the Crown, and State, 


Dymas. 


Muſt I refuſe what Philip's pleas d to give? 


D uz rRIUS. 


Can a how give thee more than is his Own 2 


Know, a king's dignity is public wealth; 


On that ſubſiſts the nation's fame, and W 
Shall fawning ſycophants, to plump themſelves, 
Eat up their maſter, and dethrone his glory? 


What are ſuch wretches? What, but vapours foul, 


From fens and bogs, by royal beams exhaPd, 


That radiance intercepting, which ſhould chear 
The land at large ? Hence ſubjects hearts grow cold, 
And frozen loyalty forgets to flow: 


| But, then tis ſlippꝰ ry ſtanding for the minion : 


Stains on his ermin, to their royal maſter 


Such miſcreants are; not jewels in his crown. 
If you perſiſt, Sir—But, of words, no more! 
To me, to treat, is harder than to do! 


11 


Dvymas. 


Let me embrace this genuine fon of Empire. 


„„ | When 


A TRAGEDY: 7. age 
When warm debates divide the doubtful land, 
Should I not know the prince moſt fit to reign? 
Ive try'd you, as an eagle tries her young, | 
And find, your dauntleſs eye is fix d on glory. 1 
IIl to the king, and your commands obey. 5 
We muſt give young men opiates ĩm a fever. [ Aſide. 
Ves, boy, I will obey thee, to thy ruin. 
E. rixene ſhall ſtrike thee dead for this. LR Dymas. 
-_ -* DuamerTarvs. 
| Erne Stateſanin nothing woo, but Gold and Power: 
m a bold advocate for other love; f 
5 TI at their bar, indied for a fool. 
When reaſon, Ae the ſkilful Charioteer 
Can break the fiery paſſions to the bit, 
And, ſpite of their licentious fallies, kings” 
The radiant track of glory; paſſions, then, 
Are aids and ornaments. Friumphant an 
Firm in her ſeat, and ſwift in her career, ' | 
Enjoys their violence, and, ſmiling, thanks 
Their formidable flame, for high renown. 0 
Take then my ſoul, fair maid ! 'tis wholly thine ; OY 


77 And thence | feel an energy divine. 

9 85 When objects, worthy praiſe, our Hearts approve, 
Each virtue grows on conſecrated leve : 

, And, ſure, ſoft paſſion claims to be forgiv'n, 


| When _ yi gy os he the love of heav'n. 2 


End ef the THIRD Ar. 
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Enter Exixzxne and DELIa. | 


7 | Exixens. : | | 
18 plain! tis Pin. this marriage gain her b. 
e 5 
He foin'd to { "ing the crown. Thy ks were true: 
He wooes the diadem ; 3 that diadem which 1 
| Deſpis' d for him. O, how unlike our loves! 
But it is well; he gives me my revenge. | 
Wed Dyna daughter ! What a fall is there? 
Not the world's | exapire could repair his glory. 
Der1a.. | 
APN you can' t TR moy*d too nd but * 
More now than at. the W 
ExIxENE. aft [1 
; | „ firſt 1 1 
| For . chat lovd like 1 me, could have belier d? 
I diſbeliev d what Pericles reportedss , 
And thought i it Perſeus” art to wound our r loves. =Y 
But when the good Antigonus, ſworn friend. 
To falſe Demetrius, when ßig word td! it, 
Then paſſion took me, as the northern blaſt 
An autumn leaf. O gods! the dreadful whirl! 
But, while I ſpeak, he's with her: Laughs and plays; 
Mingles his dalliance with, infulting mirth ; _ 38 
To this new goddeſs offers up my tears; 
om, with my ſhame and torture, wooes her love. 


1 ſee, 


Ws 


The e minds are moſt relenting too: * 


A FRAGE DT. 253 


1 ee, ww feel it! O theſe raging fires! 
Can then the thing we ſcorn-give ſa much pain? 


DeLia. 


Madam, theſe tranſports give him cauſe to triumph! 1 


ERIXENE. 


vent my * to thee ; he ne'er ſhall know it. 
If I can't conquer, PII conceal my paſlion ; 


And ſtifle all its pangs beneath diſdain. 


SOR... 


. 


If then Demetrius ſhould repent his crime 
ERIXENE. 


Ir Mill my Neben bene Gilkhawaiatand if 


On the fierce rack in ſilence Ill expire, 
Before one ſigh eſcape me He repent! 
What wild extravagance of thought is thine ?: 


But did he? Who repents, has once been falſe : 5 
In love, repentance but declares our guilt: 
And injur d honour — ſhall exact its du ee 


In vain his love, nay, mine, ſhould groan in win: 


Both are devoted. Vengeance, vengeance, reigns 15 


Our firſt love murder d, is the es pang 
A human heart can feel. 122 05% COUT 0) cans ton 
Dpxza,! | 
0% Ian nl The king: approaches. Ss 
lle au the KI U, WE! bn 2218 
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— 


den „at e we A the dawn af peace, 
And hope an end of our domeſtic jars. J Ell T 


'The jealous B er ſeus Can · no longer fear * A 5 
Demetrius is a Roman; ſince this day 8 


Makes a the ſon of nne worſt 3 
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Enter ExIXINE and DELIa. | 


#4 


Io, ExixENE. ns | 
Ils plain tis weint this marriage gains her fa 
k 0 15 
He foin'd to — the crown. "Thy 1 5 i were true: gc 
He wooes the diadem z that diadem which 1 
| Deſpis d for him. O, how unlike our loves! 
But it is well; he gives me my revenge. 
Wed Dymas# daughter ! What a fall is there? 
Not the world's | erapire could repair his glory. 
| . 
ae: you e can' + he moy'd too much !—But why. 
More now than at- the F 
| Exix YZ. lt elites; 
| OL MED ©: 9! ee 
| For %— _ lov'd like 1 me, could bave belier'd? 
I diſbeliev'd what Pericles reportedss = Going nnd 
And thought it Perſeus art to wound our loves. et 
But when the good Antigonus, ſworn friend 
To falſe Demetrius, when his word ond * 
Then paſſion took me, as the northern blaſt 
An autumn leaf. O gods! the dreadful. whirl! 
But, while I ſpeak, he's with her: Laughs and plays; 
Mingles his dalliance with inſulting mirth; | 
'To this new goddeſs offers up my tears; 
es with my ſhame and torture, wooes her love. | 
© _— 2 rs 
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I ſee, hear, feel it! O theſe raging AED 
Can then the thing we ſcorn give ſo much pain? 


DELIA. 


e theſe deute give him cauſe to triumph! F 


ERIXENE. 


1 vent my <a to thee ; he neer ſhall know i it. 
If I can't conquer, T1] conceal my paſſon ; 


And ſtifle all its pangs beneath diſdain. 

, eee e oro 1 
The greateſt 3 are moſt relenting too: 
If then Demetrius ſhould-repent his crime—— 


| ERIXENE. | 
If Kill my pation burns, it ſhall burn inward : 3 


On the fierce rack in ſilence I'll expire, 
Before one ſigh eſcape me He repent! 


What wild extravagance of thought is thine? 
But did he? Who repents, has once been alle. 275 


In love, repentance but declares our guilt or 
And injur d honour—ſhall exact its du. K* 
In vain his love, nay, mine, ſhould groan in vain! 


Both are devoted. Vengeance, vengeance, rig 
Our firſt love murder'd, is the Barge” pang | 

A human heart can feel. %% ok þ 1 

Deri a- 1 | 

al The king 3 
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PR An at n e we fon the dawn of x pence, 
And hope an end of our domeſtic j A0 


The jealous Perſeus can- no longer fear | 87 Net 413 
Demetrius is a Roman; ſince this dax 3 
*. 155 the ſon of N Rome's. work Gavin TY 
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| - Extxews. 


Already, Sit, Pre heard, and heard wich j joy, 
Ti? ret news. | 


e Hh Oe e 
To make our blifsr run oer, 
| e eee heav'n begins; 
And fave the love-ſick Perſeus from defpair : 
That marriage would leave Rome without pretence 
To touch our conqueſt ; and for ever join 
1 theſe NO long-difputed Thrave. EE 
J ²Ü Q ning s 3 
Ea 
Tho Thrace by conqueſt ſtoops to Anim, 
I know my rank, and would preſerve its due. 
With meditated coldneſs have I heard 
Prince Perfeus vows ; unwilling to conſent, 
Before reſtor'd to my fore ithers | 
Leſt that confent ſhould merit little thanks, © 
As flowing leſs from- choice, than- bed 
But ſince the Noman pride will find account ie al 
In my perſiſting ſtill; and Philip ſuffer 
I quit the lofty thought on whieh | flood, US, 
: Aud yield to 1 77 e 5 595 911535 i Jil 76: _ 4 ; 


55 aallares, r e 96 e an e 
Bleſt moment! How wilt this with tranſport fill 
The doubtful Perſeus, after years of . 
Menne end 
My lord, Too heard what paſt, and give you jo jay 467 
Of Perſeus nuptials, which your ſtate requires: I © 
But for Demetrius thin of thoſe no more. La 1 , 
Far ws fuck a load of glory, 1240 


MY 


W 1 


7 2 3 7 oe; 


2 TRAGEDY. * 

3 WO I bring, my lord, th n bd 
. Due to my bold refulnl | 

: * 
. Dares the Wag 
Fall from his 1 5 and impoſe on thee 
Fore'd diſobedience to my royal . 
ä Dns. 
No, my moſt honour's lord, there, there's my crime : 
Fond of the maid, with ardour he preſs'd on ; 
But ſhould I dare pollute his blood with mine? 
But you, Sir, authorize it—ſtill more baſe, 
To wrong a maſter ſo profuſely kind. 

KING. | 

That man is is noble on whom Philip ſmiles. 
Come, come, there's ſomething more in this—explain. 
Dymas. . 
Why am I forc'd on chis ungrateful office? 
Vet can't I tell you more than fame has Ms. 
Which ſays Demetrius is in league with Rome. 
Why weds ambition then an humble maid, - 
But to gain me to treaſon ? What then follows? 
They'll fay the ſubtile ſtateſman plann' d this nn,. | 
To raiſe his blood into his maſter's throne. 1 6 
No, Sir, N my lame 5 let life ſuffice, 


Enter PprICLES. 


| Penretes. .. 
Sir, you ande Grö arriv'd from "TE 
FS 8 0 e a letter. | 


- > Scat art) 
_ Ha! Tmuſt read it—this will tell me more. 
PUTS 17” 2! OY 
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O princeſs! now our only comfort flows 5 
From your indulgence to my better ſon. 

This dreadful news precipitates my wiſh, 

To keep rapacious Rome, from ſeizing Thrace. 

| You cannot wed too ſoon : My fair ally! 5 

What if you bleſs me, and my ſon, to-morrow 5 

ERkIXENE. 5 
Since you requeſt, and your affairs demand itt. 
Without a bin think 1 may engen 
KING. | 
O et but no more— The gods will thank you! 12 
Igo to bleſs my Perſeus with the news. 
Dv As. 

Thus the e dead in empire, and in 89558 

[l [Exeunt King, Dymas, Cc. 
= To ERtXENE. | 
= I Gig! Tm reveng'd! I reign! 1 reign ! 

1 Nor thank Demetrius treaſon for a crown. 

Love is our own-cauſe, honour is the gods. 

I can be glorious without happineſs;  _ + 

But ae glory never can be bleſt. | 

if Dern.) 5 6+: 16 

Tis welt; but ean IO wed the man you foci] 8 2 

EkIx BENE. | : 

Wed any . for vengeance on the perjur d. 

P11 now inſult him from an higher ſphere: 

This unexpected turn may gall his pride. 

n er has pangs for him, has charms for me. 

de DzLIA. 

A rooted love is come ſo ſoon remoy'd. 

; §—U— EA {on rs 13 08 

'If not, the For virtue to controul it ; | | 

And firike at his heart, tho'*tis through my own. 3 9 
. 5 ; | E— 


A TRAGEDY.” as) 
D 85 


I can't but 1 this triumph; yet 1 dread 
The combat ſtill. And ſee, the foe draws near. 


Enter DR METRTus. 


| DEMETRIVUs. 
riums. 8 
1 ERIXENE. 
My lord! | 
> "DemerRrIvs. 


| 818 My pale cheek ese 5 
My gin limbe: prevent my faltering NN 
And aſk Fun? — 
c EuIEN E. 
What, my lord? 85 
DukTRIUs. 1 
5 e edler eye. 
Confirm i it true, and yet, without a crime, 1 5 
I can't e it. O Eriæene— 
| _Exixene. - 
I gueſs your meaning, Sir, but am ſurprizd d 
That . ſon ſhould think of aught 1 do.” 
DemETRIUs. 
Falſe are my b falſe both ear and eye 
All, all be Tatiine falſe than her I love R. 
Eaixzxs. 
She paſt not, Sir, this way. | 
| = Divi ee . „ 
FR wr they my pan ET 
Your ſport i and can Erixene pretend 
Herſelf deceiv'd, by what deceiv'd the king * 
An artifice made uſe of for your ſake: 
A proof, not violation, of my love. 
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|  Exrxent. 
thought not of your love, nor e: 
Both were forgot; or, rather, never known. 
But without artifice I tell you this; 
Vour brother lays his ſceptre at my feet, 
And whoſe example bids my heart reli 
The Ch of empire? 5 
=þ Demers, 
This is woman's Kill: 
| You ceaſe to love, and fon my conduct ſtrive 
To labour an excuſe. For if indeed / 
You thought me falſe, had you been thus ſerene, 
Calm, and unruffied ? No; my heart ſays, no. 
. Paſſions, if great, tho' turn'd to their reverſe, 
Keep their degree, and are great paſſions ſtill. 
And ſhe who, when ſbe thinks her lover falſe, 
Retains her temper, never loſt her heart. | | 
4 _ ___  Ezixene. | 
That Pm ſerene, ane not I never low d. 
Indeed the vulgar float as paſſion drives; 
But noble minds have reaſon for their queen. 
While you deſerv'd, my paſſion was ſincere; 
You change, my paſſion dies. But, pardon, Sir, 
If my vain mind thinks anger is too much: 
Take my neglect, I can afford no more. 
—__ DemeTarvs. 
: No rage ! flame! thunder give a Wees . 


Ohl! reſcue me from this more dreadful calm 8 
This curſt indifference! which like a froſt 


In northern ſeas; ouidoes the ſierceſt len, 


Commanded by my father to comply, 


5 N obedience ;—Had I then rt 
| R1X- 


** 


1x- 


Aſk Dymas with what rage 


A TRAGEDY. a 


ERIXENEZ. 


grant the conſequence had been moſt dreadful r 
[ grant that Dymas daughter had been angry. | 


DemMeTRIVS. 


hin 
| You well might rage, 
To be refugd. 
ns DzmerTavs. 
Refus'd ? 
e 
He told your ſecret ; 3 


The hw _ L and all the court can witneſs. 


 DemeTrRIVs. | 
Refus'd! falſe rilloja 4: O the perjur'd flave! - 
Hell- born impoſtor ! Madam, tis moſt falſe 1 
Warm from my heart is every word I ſpeak ! 50 
The villain lies ! Believe the pangs that rend me 3 
Believe the witneſs ſtreaming from my _ 
And let me ſpeak no more. 
ERIXENE. 
do believe 


Your grief ſincere. I've heard the maid is fair. 


Demer RIUS. 
PN and thus indeed commit that crime - 


Vou falſely charge on me. The crown has charm'd you. 


How warm this morning did you preſs my flight? 


The cauſe is plain: An out-rag'd lover's groan, | 


And dying agony, mole{t our ear, 
And hurt the muſic of a nuptial ſong. 


ERIXENE. 


dice your pI AM perſiſts to charge 


Its crime on my ambition, I'll be kind, : 
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And leave you in poſſeſſion of an error, 


Of which you ſeem ſe fond. 


Deng rfius, 
Ah! ſtay one moment 1 


3 - 


Enter PzxSEVS 4 PzatcLEs. 


Pe RSEVUS, 
 Erixene !. | 
5 Dru TRTus. 

Dittradion ! [Srarting. * 


ExIXENE. 
a "Tis well tinvd. 

My 1 lord, your biodier doubts if I'm e 
And thinks (an error natural to him) | 
Til break my vow to-you.—You'll clear my fame, 
And labour to convince him, that to-morrow, 
Erixent's at We; a bride, and queen. 
| Pexszvs. 2 
When Thave work'd him up to 1 355 — 

Bring thou the ny. and pity my diſtreſs. 
[To Pericles, who goes out. 


DemzrTrIvs. | 
On what Extremes extreme diſtreſs "OW! me 2 
In things impoſſible I put my truft ; 
1, in my only brother, find a foe ; 

Yeti in my rival, hope the greateſt friend. -—- 
When all our hopes are lodg'd in ſuch expedients, 
_ *Tis as if poiſon were our only food 

And death was calbd on as the guard of . 

5 Pak: RSEVUS, | 
Why dot thou der? PANT e e Thi 

L 15 DEE 


ER 
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DEMETRIUs. •„ — Ol 
Becauſe I'm dead; quite _ 


To 8 and yet rebellious to deſpair; 
L.ike ghoſts unbleſs'd, that burſt the bars of death. 
Strange is my conduct? Stranger my diſtreſs ; 
Beyond example both! Whoe'er before me 
Preſs'd his worſt foe, to prove his trueſt friend? 


But tho” thou'rt not my Brother, thou'rt a Man; 
And, if a man, compaſſionate. the worſt 


That man can feel; tho? found that worſt i in me. 


Pens US. 
What would: . | | 
| Bann 


Unclinch thy talons from thy PRI ; 


Let the dove fly to this her neſt again. [Striking bis 


For, oh! the maid's unalienably mine, breaft. 
Tho' now thro rage run mad, and turn'd to thee. 
How often have I languiſh'd at her feet? 

Baſk'd in her eye, and revell'd in her ſmile ? 


| How often, as ſhe liſten'd to my vows, 


Trembling and pale with agonies of joy, 5 IP . 
Have I left earth, and mounted to the ſtars? 
5 PERSEUS. 


There Dymas' daughter ſhone above the reſt 


ee in ks ſight. 
Dire, 2 

TLuhuy taunt, how falſe — 

I no leſs preſs your int'reſt than my own. 

Think you tis poſſible her heart ſo long 

Inclin'd to me, the price of all my vows, : 

Purchas'd by tears and groans, and W donn 

In tendereſt returns of love divine, 

Can i in one day be yours 1 e, 


PRER- 
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ParSEVS. | 
*If I'm . Tm pleas d with the deceit. 
How my heart dances in the golden dream! 
In pity do not wake me till to-morrow. 
DemeTrius. 
Then thow'lt awoke diſtracted —Truſt me, e ? 
She * her hand alone. 
Pexszus. 
Nor need I more; 
That hand's enough that brings a ſceptre in it. 
I ſcorn the prince who weds with meaner views. 
Her duty's mine, and I conceive ſmall pain- 
From your ſweet error, that her love is yours. 
I'm pleas'd ſuch cordial thoughts of your own merit 
Gert you in diſtreſs. - 
DemerrIvs. | 
Inhuman Perſeus. 
"JF 5 tent within the heart of man, 
Tf due that pity to the laſt diſtreſs, 
- Pity a lover exquiſitely pain dj 
A lover exquiſitely pain'd by you. 
Oh! in the name of all the gods, relent! 
Give me my princeſs! give her to my throes {! 
_ Amidſt a thouſand yvi may chuſe a Love ; 
The ſpacious earth contains but one for e.. 
But oh! I rave: Art thou not he, the man 
Who drinks my groans like muſick at his ear? 
And wou'd as wine, as nectar, drink my blood? 
Are all my hopes of mercy lodg d in rec ? 
O rigid gods! and ſhall I then fall down! 1 
Embrace thy feet, and bathe them with my tears? 
Ves, I will drown thee with my tears, my blood, 


. 


| Am 11 to n 


c Trand Huy trod 1 (82; af they led * heaven! 
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Bo thou afford a human ear to pangs, 


A brother's pangs, a brother's broken heart. 
Pz Rs E us. 


. 


Pandit Wee but the princeſs calls, 


And 1 am bound to go. 
Deurzius. 
O ſtay. [Laying bold of him. | 
Prxszus. 


You tremble. 


Deuerxiuvs. 
The princeſs calls, and you are bound to E 


PERSEUS. 


Een fo. 


| "tim RI us. 

What princeſs. 
; Pe RSEVS. 1 
Mine. 
Dux rRius. 1 
en "Tis falſe. 

PE RS RUS. e 

| | Unhand me. 

| _ DemeTrRIvs. g 
What, ſee, talk, touch, nay taſte her ; like a bee 
Draw honey from her TRE lip, while ! 


e 3 
The triumph once was your „ 

DEMET Rus. 

Rip br or you ſhall never ſtir. 

My heart may viſit her! O] take it with you : 

Have I not ſeen her, where ſhe has not been? 

Have I not claſp'd her ſhadow? Trod her * 


nat 
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Each morn my life 1 lighted at her eye, 
And, oy evening, at its cloſe, expir'd.- 
| arts [Burſt i into tears, 

Px RSEUS. | „ 

Fie 1 thou' rt a 8 z can a Roman weep "Hy 
Sure Alexander's helmet can ſuſtain 

Far heavier ſtrokes than theſe. For ſhame, Demetrius,” 

Fen ſnatch up the next Sabin in thy way _ 
_ *'Twill do as well. „„ [Going. 
_DemerTRIUs. 
By heaven you ſhall not dür. 
Long as I liye, I ſtand a world between you, 
And keep you diſtant as the poles aſunder. 
Who takes my love, in mercy takes my life 
Thy bloody paſs cleave thro? thy brother's breaſt. 
I. 1 challenge, I provoke my death. [His hand up- 
OY on his ſword. 
| Enter Ki NG and DY as. 
. OT 
You will not murder me ? 
- DemeTrIvs. 
Yes, you and all. 
. | Kine. ee 
How like a tyger Fong o'er his b K e 
| JJ ĩͤ $2 
Now, ir, believe your eye, believe your i | 
And ſtill believe me Pagers as this morning. 
3 „ ine 
Heav'n's nnd exhanſied; there's no more to fear, 
My e ſon found criminal in *. B00. ee ol 
125 0 DeMETRIVS.- a on vs 

That villain chere to blaſt me! Yeo! Pl ider; 3 

For what have Ito fear, ho feel the worſt ?:? 

8 Ef e „„ 92 5 
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'Tis time the truth were known. That villain, 8 
Has cleft my heart, and laughs to ſee it bleed; 
But his confeſſion ſhall redeem my fame, 

And re-inthrone me in my princeſs ſmile ; 
Or I'll return that falſe embrace he youu me, HO 

| And ſtab him in your ſight. © 4 
6 KING. 

. inſolent 1 
Where 8 your reſpect to me? 
243 i DeMerTRIVS. 

ek, O royal Sir! . 

That has undone me. Thro' reſpect I gave 

A feign'd conſent, which his black artifice 

Has turn'd to my deſtruction. I refus'd 
5 That ſlave's, that curſed ſlave's, that ſtateſman's daugh- | 
A And he pretends ſhe was refus'd by me. (ter, 

Hence, hence, this deſolation. Nought Lear,” 


"Tho! nature groan her laſt. And ſhall be then 
Es and triumph? MES 


Kins. 
Guards there! ſeize the prince! 2 
The man you menace you ſhall learn to fear. 
2 ON TH mf apo 
Drs. 
Hold, Sir ! not this 1 me! It is your ſon : 
What 1 is my life, tho' pour'd upon your feet? ? 
: _ OWINGS. 
Is this a fon? 
| TY DemeraIvs. 
No, Sir ; my crime's too great, 
Which dares to vindicate a father's honour, 
Io catch the glories of a falling crown, 
"Tis i Yor. 1. 1 N 8 And 
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And ſave it from pollution. But ve don. 

I die, unleſs my princeſs is reſtor d; ¶ Pointing „ Dym 5 
And if I die, by heav'n and earth, and hel? 
His ſordid blood ſhall mingle with the duſt; 

And ſee if thence 'twill mount into the throne. 
O, Sir! think of it! Fll expect my fate. [ Exit Dem. 


KInG. 
: And thou belt have it. 
Drmas. | | 
How, my lord ; in tears * 
ins. 
As if the TIO came down in evidence! 
How many ſudden rays of proof concur 
To my conviction? Was ever equal boldneſs ? 
But tis no wonder from a brother-king ; | 
| \ [Produces the ford Letter. 
This king of Thrace—To-morrow he'll be king 
ha Macedon He therefore dies to-night. 
PerSEUS. [Afide to . 
And yet I doubt it; for I know his fondneſs. 
Thou practiſe well the lefſon I have taught ee. 
While I put on a ſolemn face of woe, 
Afflicted for a brother's early fall. 
Heaven knows with what regret But, Sir, your 
fafery—[Preſenting the mandate for Demetrius s A | 
'KinG. 
What giv" thou here ?, 
X73 1 Ts, LE F 
\. Your paſſport to renown. 
You 10 your apatheobe i in that. 
What ſcales the ſkies, but zeal for public _ 
| £41317 Ens. 
How god-like mercy? 11 


— 


: . F 
N 


ut 


th. 


Jy- 


That bebe your crown, and life. 


, lt tas it gnaws, 4 1 up my foul. 


A TRAGEDY. * 
Dyas. N 1 


Merey to mankind, 


Ki NG. [To Perſeus.) - 
Muſt then thy brother bleed ? ; 
_ {Dymas /eeming at a loſs, * 


him, and gives a letter. | 
 Drwas. mn ep. 
No, Sir; the King of Thrace. 
Kin NS. 
Vet who, if not a « fatbers thould Gef > | 
Dumas.” 


By creaſon awd. 


Who, Sir, if not a Philip, ſhould be juſt ? 


Kine. {To g e 
1055 not * ſen? WEIL 


4 1h TS 

"i not,, far leſs his gullt. 
Fe Kins. IT Ferſeus.] 

15 t not wy other Perſeus 3 

 PexSEvs. 


Sir, 4. 


King. 3 
And 72 
Deas. | 


9 08 
He'll oily take your crown 3 you Rl may live. 
KING. 


: Heavy” n blaſt thee for that thought ! 


\PERSBUS. 
Why fa my 1 0 
Kix. 


- 
Is ; 
. 
* 
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Is he not young ? Was he not much indulg d? 
Gall'd by his brother? Doubted by his father? 

Toes Be» Rowe ? A nation to a boy „ 
Dyas. N 


that depoſes kings, 


rs." 5 
No once be av d. my crown. 

ee | 
And now would wear r it. 
KING. 


O A mere left l | 


How 1885 head | fwims! 
e Panos) 5 15! | 
Nor ſtran ge; ; the a * is hard. 
| 1 Den as. + 
Yet "ISA Cartel] Brutus was but a 1 2 
. [Speaking as if he would : not have the king hear. 
Vet like a A dar da and is immortal. 
3 Kino. 
1 bear thee, Dimas; ; give me then the mandate. 
[Going to fign, be ops hort. 


YMAS. 
No wonder if his 3227847 thus had paus'd. 


PrxsEUs. ([Afrde.] 
1 Rank cankers on thy tongue ; why mention her? 
Kix. 

O gods! 1 cer her n now; what am I doing? 
| | [Throws ar the flyle. 
A fre her Jying eye Jet fall a tear 
In favour of Demetrius. Shall I ſtab 
Her nt 48 a on every feature 15 


. 
His 2 eder i, Sir.. 
ING. 


wt ond Thou TO 1 71. ai 5 
| [Perſeus and 8 in great confuſion : Perſeus 
whiſpers Dymas. . Dr 


* 12 * r 5 
A nan ona any” ee * . — 
«2 4 _ — — * — by L 3 - be 2 4 
RY — pe Ee Tr. — 
2 fn Bur> * 0 —_— r © ” 
* 
* 


— 
e 
— — 


— 
— — 


iÞ i? 

: * 
Ie; 

133 

1 
M 

I 

As. 

* 

os | 
1 

v4 

pa 
Th. 

ini 

13 

1 
1 
„ 

' 2 

» 

22 

.40 * 
* 

| "oh - 
| \ } 
. 
5 
r 
+» 
$3 
$4 HH 
= Feb : ö 

1 
Ih «4 
\ *'S: 
* = 
11. 

1 
FRE: + 
1 1 
ml 

#42 ' 78 

„ 
. 
i4+ 2 
(34478 

» i 

THE 
ial « 
1: 8 

I'S 
n 

H is 

.4 = 
1 3 
6640 
. 

TE ! +1 8 
44 J 

1 
T% 3 
$511: 

is. x3 
Y 

CY 
x U 

4 7 . 

E 

= Tn 
ek | 7 { 
8 
13 o 
23 
\ $4 2. 
1 

* 

. 

12 

1 

is 

2 

AT 

at: 

1 
506 
. 

bs 
3 

1 

, 

"77 

ark 

Mt, 

i 

; 

on 

x 

o 

1 

' 

iy 

3 

* 

6 

A 

D 


— 5 als Yr A 
* Reid ben Ke 
ä —ͤ ne 


—— 2 
2 
— — — 


wy oe , N = Re 50S 1 9 
——— ͤ —wꝛ—— u—is — en 
— — a, — > =. - , 
N N 


A = 33 
— 


2 Ph » S * 
—— ws, agate, ot 
=, — 
n » 12 
— — ä Te 
1 1 * 
4] "bs T * 
5 
— eb ef Sin 
* 


rt. 


ple. 


Merey, the didling attribute of heay'n. 
| If you Pld as him- 


Thie! is a plot to ſentence me to death, 


A TRAGEDY. 15 1 
Dynas. LAlide to Perſeus. dey 
Tan that, or nought, will touch him. 
If, Sir, your mercy— _- " o the bing 
I: Pxszus. | 


' Oſpeak on of mercy; 


Das. 


99 


What if I Should” ſpare him? 


DyNMAS. 
I dare not fay—Your wrath again-might riſe. 


Kins. 


Ty if thou! rt blen What if I ſhould ſpare him?: 


Dymas. 


| Why if you ; bould—proud Rome would thank you: ifor i it. 


KING. 


Rome !—Her applauſe more ſhocks me than his death. 
O thou, death's orator !' Uread advocate 
For bowelleſs ſeverity ! aſſiſt 


My trembling hand, as thou haſt ſteeld my. heart; 
And if it is guilt in me, ſhare the guilt. | 


He's dead. [Signs.] And if I blot it with one tear, 


Perſeus, tho' leſs affected, will forgive me. 

., TERIKVS. -; 
Forgive ! Sir, T applaud, and wiſh ay" oro, 
Was mild enough to weep. 


[The King going out, meets Demetrius in RP 
introduced by Antigonus. The King flarts bac 
and drops on * Nee ſpeaks. 


KING. 


This, Fate, i is thy tenth wave, and quite 0 'erwhelms me. 


It leſs had ſhock'd me, had I met his 0 


N 3 . 
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What haſt thou done, yl mortal foe 8 bars 
: IT A 
- Addict my lay + but thy chem al fail. 
As ruſhing torrents ſweep th' obſtructing mound, 
| So Philip meets this mountain n wax, 
Yet keeps his purpoſe ſtill. : 
[Perſeus and' Pericles wobiſper ae. 
PenICLEs. 9 
I can't but fear i it. 
pr KSEUS. | N 
I grant the. i great ; yet don't . 5 
Jove is 1 thee, Perſeus on thy ſide. : 
Auxxriconuvs. 1 
The prince, read Sir, low on his bended 8 | 
KING. 3 
This way, Anti gonus. —Do'ſt mark i bloom 5 
Grace in his aſpect, grandeur in his mien? 
Ax rico nus. | 
1 do. 
Kine: 255 
Tis falſe; take a king's word . 8 an — 
That darling of my ſoul would ſtab me ſleeping. 225 
How dar'ſt h ſtart ? Art thou the traitor's father of 
If thou art pale, what is enough for me ? 
How his e yawns: Oh ! that it was my own. _ 
 AnTIGonvs. 
Mourn not the guilty. 


. 
„ he's innocent: 
Death pays bis debt to juſtice; and that done, 
I grant him till my ſon; as ſuch I love him: 
Yes, and will claſp him to my breaſt, while yet 
| Lay clay i is warm, nor moulders at my touch. 


PR R- 


R 


A curſe on that embrace. 


For you I beg, for you I pour my tears; 
You are deceiv'd, diſhonour'd ; Tam we lain. 
Oh! Father f 


Preſling y your hand, and bathing it with tears, 
Bequeath'd your tenderneſs for her, to me; 


-A TRAGEDY. aj 1 


PexSevs. es, 


 Dymas. „„ 
Nay worſe ; he weeps. 
King, 


| Poor boy, be not deceiv'd by my compaſſion ; 1 


* tears are sen and I groan oy death. 
DN NTRIVUs. 

Andi am I then to die? If death's 1 

Stab me yourſelf, nor give me to the knife 

Of midnight ruffians, that have forg d my crimes. . 


Kine. 
Father ?— There's no father heres 
Forbear to wound me with that tender name 
New cable all nature up in arms againſt me. 
D EMRTRIVUsS. 
My Father Guardian! Friend! nay, Deity! 


What leſs than gods give being, life, and death! 8 


8 Gags W 7 
7 17 Kin. fs 
Fold thy peace, I charge thee. 


DemeTRIUsS. 


And, low on earth, my legacy I claim, 


nn your knee, tho' baniſh'd from your breaſt. 


Kin. 


: My knees Would that were all; he graſps my heart. 
5 e cankt Row ſtand by and ſee me ruin'd ? 


[Reaching his hand to Perſgus. 
MA Par»  * 


ö . 
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7 »Pengevs. | „ 
Looſe, looſe thy hold. It is my father too. „ 
KI. 
Les, Maceden, and thine, and Pl preſerve thee... 
Druzrxius. 5 
Who once before preſerv'd it from the Thracien 2 
And vvho, at Thrafimene, turn'd the lifted bolt 
From N s hoary brow? 
„ A NG. | 
| - PII hear no more. 
O Perſeus ! Dymas t Pericles f aſſiſt me, 
VUnbind me, diſinchant me, break this charm 
Of Nature, that accomplice with my foes ; | 
Rend me, O rend me, from the friend of Rome. 
f PRE RSEUS. 
Nay . howeꝰ er reluctant, aid I ws. 
The friend of Rome? That ſevers you for ever; 
Tho' moſt incorporate and ſtrongly knit; 
As lightning rends the knotted oak aſunder. 50 
DME TRTVUs. 
In ſpite of lightning, J renew the tie; 
And ftubborn is the graſp of dying men. 
| Who' s he that ſhall divide me from myſelf ? 
[Demetrius is forc'd from the King's knees, on which, 
flarting up, he flings his arms round his father. 
Still of a piece with him from whom I grew, 
I'll bleed on my aſylum, dart my ſoul 
In this embrace, and thus my treaſon crown. 
Kis. 
Who love yourſelves, or Macedon, or me, 
From the curs'd * Eagle s talons wrench my crown; 


*The Roman enſign. 


And 
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| And this barb'd arrow from my breaſt— Tis done; : 7% 
| 10 Force d aſunder. 


5 And the blood eule: after it—T faint. 
DNA „ 
9 the king. fi: 
Pu RSEUS. 


While treaſon licks the duſt. - 

[Pointing at Demetrius, opting in the Prugghe: 
ene 25 
A field well fought. 18 $4 9 
PERSEus. 1 | 

And juſtice has 8 

KING 
O that the traitor nl conceal the ſon! 

Farewel, once beſt belov'd l. ſtill moſt deplor'd ! 1 

He, he who dooms thee, bleeds upon thy tomb. 
T4 . [Exit King. "7 
Dameratus. 
2 XY OP on thee, my mother earth, be thou 
Kinder than brother, or than father; open 

And ſave me in thy boſom from my Friends 

Friends, ſworn to waſh their hands in elne tears, 

And quench infernal thirſt in kindred blood; 

As if relation ſever'd human hearts, 

Or that deſtruction was the child of. love: 

PE RSE us. 

Farewel, young traitor ;.if they aſk below; 
Who ſent thee beardleſs down, ſay, Honeft Perſeus - 
Wnom reaſon ſways, not inftin&t ; who can ſtrike: 
At horrid parricide, and flagrant treaſon, 

Tho? thro' a boſom dearer than his own. 

Think ſt thou my tender heart can hate a brother? 
The gods and Perſeus war with nought but guilt. 


N 


— 
—ꝗꝓ— — — —————6 — —— "os j 


© dC y MEA. 6 act * tt Wa." * a N 8388 3 
1 Y 9 . r n . , 305 
F : ** * 33 : 7 . 0 
* A 1 7 - r 


T 274 THE BROTHERS. 


But I muſt go. What, Sir, your laſt commands 
To your t ? She chides my £54 [Exit Perſ. 
|  Demerrrvs. Ft” DH Lats 
Without tas token of a brother's love, 
He could not part; my death was not enough. 
I came for mercy, and I find it here: 
And death is mercy, fince my love is loft. > 
Alas] my father too; my heart achs for him: 
And Perſeus, —fain would I forgive e' en thee: 
But Pbhilip's ſufferings cry too loud againſt it. 
Blind author, and ſure mourner of my death! 
Father moſt dear! what pangs haſt thou to come? 
Eike that poor wretch is thy unhappy doom, | 
Who, while in ſleep his fever'd fancy „ 
Draws his keen ſword, and ſheaths it in his foes; 
But, waking, ſtarts upright, in wild ſurprize, 
Jo feel warm blood glide round him as he lies; 
To ſee his reeking hands in. crimſon dy'd, 
And a pale corſe extended by his ſide: 
He views, with horror, what mad dreams have done, 
And finks, heart broken, on a murder'd ſon. 


End ef the FouxTa. Acr.. 
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n 
SCENE IL. 
Kine, Posrnvnlvs, meeting 


„  PosTHUMIUS. 
E, in behalf of our allies, O King ! 
Call'd on thee yeſterday, to clear thy glory 3 
Nor wenle now. that Philip is unjuſt 
-— EQ ſtrangers, who has murder'd his own fon: 
8 | KING. 
"Tis falſe: | 
 PosTHUMIUS. 
Neo thanks to Philip that he fed. 
King. 
A traitor is no ſon. | 
___ PosTHUMIUS. 
Heav'n's vengeance on me, 
If he 1 d not yeſterday thy crown, 
Tho Life and Love both brib'd him to comply. 


„ 
See there. c | er he liters 
ns Pos rRUUNU us. 
l not the conſul's hand, or ſeal: 

| Kine. | 1 
You re his accomplices | | 
Pos r Huus. I 
We re his avengers.. 


„Tis war. r 
15 Rix. 
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Eternal war. 


Posrmeres. 
— time we meet—— 
75 KING. 
Is in the Capital . fly my kingdom. 


PosTHUM1US: 
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No longer thine. 
f KI NG. 
Yes, and ares Rome a orovinge:; 
: Exit Poſthumius, &fc. 
They * 08 they make, they tyrannize o'er kings. 
The name of king the proſtrate world, ador'd, 
Ere Romulus had call'd his thieves together. 
But let me pauſe.—Not 2uintius' hand, or ſeal ?—- 
Doubt and impatience, like thick ſmoke and fre, 
Cloud and torment my reaſon. 
„„ ANTIOONSS..: | 
| Sir, —_ | 
And re-examine thoſe: you ſent to Rome 
You took their evidence in haſte and anger. 
Torture, if they refuſe, will tell the trutb. 
| Kin. 
Go, 405 che nuptials, till you hear from me. 
[Exit King and Antigonus: 


Exrxent met e 


in, 
. hs prince, bs fled from threaten'd death, 
Attempting his eſcape to foreign realms, 1 
Was lately taken at the city gates, 
So ſtrongly guarded by his father's pow'rs; 
And coma confin' d, expects his final doom. 


ERIXE NE. 


pda, and to die —And let him die. Bid 


. 


X TRAGEDY. am 
Bid Dymas” daughter weep.—I half forget 
His perjur'd inſolence.— ll go and gut 
My vengeance. O how juſt a traitor's dan ! 

And blacker ſtill, a traĩtor to my love. 

| ; LO Erixene and Delia: 5 


7 


| Scene 3 . ſexs Des in priſon... 
/ 2 
| > Dunz rnit 
Thou ſubterranean ſepulchre of peace! 
Thou home of horror ! hideous neſt of crimes l. 
Guilt's firſt ſad ſtage in her dark road to hell!. 
Ye thick-barr'd ſunleſs paſſages for ait̃, IND 
To keep alive the wretch that langs to die!” 
Ve low-brow'd arches, thro' whoſe ſullen gloomz 1 
Re ſound the ceaſleſs groans of pale deſpair ! 
Ve dreadful ſhambles, cak d with human blood ! ; af 
Receive a gueſt, from far, far other ſcenes, 
From pompous courts, from ſhouting victories, 
Carouſi ing feſtivals, harmonious bow rs, 
And the ſoft Chains of heart-diſſolving love. 
Oh! how unlike to theſe ? heart- breaking load 
Of ſhame eternal, ne'er to be knock'd off, 
O welcome death, no, never but by thee.— 
| Nor has a foe done this. A friend! A father! 


0 ae I could have * without their guilt. 


\ 


[Enter Erixene, Demetrius gazing at 1 


80 looked in chaos the firſt beam of lige: 
How drives the ſtrong enchantment of her eye 
Al horror hence? How die the eee of death +; 
„EAI ARE... ws: 
Lknew not my own heart, [cannot bear 8 
Shame 


18 too ſevere and to condole, . 


Permit the Dying to lay claim to thee, 
To thee, thou dear equivalent for life. 
Cruel, wle, marble-hearted maid !. 
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Shame chides me back ; for to inſult his woes 
| [Geing: : 


DemETRIUs. | 


Thus! ant you in the name of mercy. 
And dare compel: your ſtay: Is then one Rug 


One word, one moment, a laſt moment too, 


When I ſtand tottering on the brink of death, 


A cruel ignominious death, too much 

For one that loves like me? A length of years 
You may devote to my bleſt rival's arms; 

I aſk but one ſhort moment. O permit, 


— 


ERIXENB. 
Demetrius, you perſif to do me wrong ; ; 
For, know, tho' I behold thee as thou art, 


Doubly a traitor, to the State and me; 


Thy ſorrow, thy diſtreſs have touch'd my boſom z; 
Fownit e I pity thee. | 


Enter Orr ICER. 


. 95280 


My bd, your time i is ſhort; —— waits sfor ven. 


ERIXENE. 


Beath —1 Yorgite thee from my iwoſt ſoul. 


DEMETRIUS. 
Forgive me > Oh I thou need'ſ not to forgive; $: 


I impoſition had not ſtruck thee blind. 
Truth lies in ambuſh yet, but will ſtart up, 

And ſeize thy trembling ſoul, when mine is fled. 
O Tue a thouſand, thouſand things to ſay. 


ERIxX- 
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| ExRIXENE. i 
And I am comea ſecret to diſcloſe, 7] 
That might ere wer't thou dead dea. 
5 OrricER. | Y 
f My Lord, your final moment is: expir'd. 
Deuxrxiys and ERI XENE. 
One, one ſhort moment more. 
| DeMETREUS. 
; No; death lets l 
The curtain, and divides our loves for ever. 
7 [1s fore'd out: 

e 73 Wann 5 
: Oh Ire a darker dungeon i in my ſoul, 
Nor want an executioner to kill me. 


What revolutions in the human heart: 
Will pity cauſe? What horrid deeds revenge? Exit. 


Scene Mn. Enter ANT1GONUS, , with attendants. | 
__ AnT1GONUs. MEE 


= How diſtant virtue dwells from mortal man 75 
Was't not that each man calls for other's virtue, 


Her very name on earth would be forgot, 
And leave the tongue, as it has left the heart. 
Was ever ſuch a labour'd plan of guilt? 
Take the king's mandate, to the priſon fl, 
Throw wide the gates, and let Demetrius Know, 15 
The full detail. e N 
[Enter s 
The princeſs! ha! be gone; ¶ To the neee 
While I ſtir up an equal tranſporther. 
| Princeſs, I ſee your griefs, and judge the cauſe: 
But I bring news might raiſe you from the grave; 
Or call you down from heaven to hear with joy. 456 
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Juſt gods! the virtuous will. at laſt qa 
On motives here too tedious to relate, 

I begg'd the king, to re-examine thoſe,  _ 
Who came from Rome. The king approv'd my counſel. 
Surpriz'd, and conſcious, in their charge ert falter d, 
And threaten'd tortures ſoon diſcover d all: 
That Per/eus brib'd them to their perjuries; 
That Quintius letter was a forgery ; 
That prince Demetrius intercourſe with Rome 
e innocent of treaſon to the State. 
| E. | 
0 wy Weeln heart! ! What will the gods do with me. > 
| AnTiGonus.. 
And to confirm this moſt ſurprizing news,. 
Dymas, who, ſtriving to ſuppreſs a tumult, 
The rumour: of Demetrius” flight had rais'd; 
Was wounded ſore, with his laſt breath confeſs'd,. 
The prince refus'd his daughter ; ; which affront. 
Inflam'd the ſtateſman, to. his prince's ruin. 
ERIXENE. i 
Did he refuſe bee? „ 5 [Swwoons.. 
| AnTi6oNus. : 

Quite o'ercome Lich; joy! 
Tranported 0 out af life !—The gods 1 reſtore. n 
bs  Enrxent. , | 3 

Ah! hy CN me? This is a new kind. 
on murder; ; moſt ſevere! that dooms to life. 

Anriss. 8 
Fair princeſs, you confound me. 
Ekix ENI. 3 „„ 
K Am 1 Bic F 
Am 1 a. e ? x fry and Fans . | 
Gay, gorgeous viſions e in od ſight! . 
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No, 
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No, here I ſtand a naked ſhipwreck'd wretch, - 
Cold, trembling, pale, ſpent, helpleſs, hopeleſs, mad 
Caſt on a ſhore as cruel as the waves, | 
O'er-hung with rugged rocks, too ſteep-to climb; 

The mountain billows loud, come foaming in. 

Tremendous; ; and confound, ere they devour. 

AmwT160NUs. : 
Madam, the king abſolves you from your vow. e 
ERIXENE. 
| F or me, it matters not; but oh! the prince 
When he had ſhot the gulph of his deſpair; 
Emerging into all the light of heav'n, 
His heart high beating, with well- grounded 53 * 
Then to make ſhipwreck of his happineſs, 
Like a poor wretch that has eſcap'd the ſtorm, 
And ſwam to what he deems an happy iſle, 
When, lo! the ſavage natives drink his blood. 
Ahl why is vengeance ſweet to woman's pride, 
As rapture to her love? It has undone me. 
DrTLIA. 
| Macha, he comes. 1 J 
. ERIXENE. 
Leave us, Antigonus. 
AnTiGonus. 
What dread ful ſecret this ?—But Pl obey; 
nn the gods, and leave the reſt to fate. 9 Ant. 
„ Er1xENE. 
How RE" triumphant comes the wretch ! 
He comes, like flowers ambroſial, early born, 
To meet the blaſt, and periſh in the ſtorm. 


Enter DeveTrIUs. © 
 DemerTrIvs. 
After an age of abſence in one hour, 
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5 Have I then found thee, thou ————— 
Like a fair Venus in a ſtormy ſea; 


Or a bright goddeſs, thro the ſhades of, night, 
Dropt from the ſtars, to theſe bleſt arms a gain? 
How exquiſite is pleaſure after pain? 
Why throbs my heart ſo turbulently ſtrong, 
Pain'd at thy preſence, thro redundant j Joy, 
Like «pour miſer, beggar'd by his ſtore ? 
[ ERLXENE, 
Demetrius Joy and ſorrow dwell too near. 
 DemerrIvs. 
Talk not of ſorrow, leſt the gods reſent 
As under-priz'd ſo loud a call to joy. 
E live, I love, am lov'd, I have her here! 
Rapture in preſent, and in proſpe&, more! 
No rival, no deftroyer, no deſpair; 


For jealouſies, for partings, groans, and death, 


A train of joys, the gods alone can name 
When heav'n deſcends in bleſſings fo profuſe, 
So ſudden, fo ſurpaſſing hope's extreme, 
Like the ſun. burſting from the midnight gloom, 
Tis impious to be niggards in delight ;; | 
Joy becomes duty; heav'n calls for ſome exceſs, 
And tranſport flames as incenſe to the ſkies. 
„„ MRINUNE.. 
Tranſport how dreadful ; Þ 
DE METRIUS. 

Turns Erixene ? 
Can the not bear the ſun-ſhine of our fate 2 
Mleridian happineſs is pour'd around us; 


The laughing loves deſcend in ſwarms upon us, 


And where we tread is an eternal-ſpring. 


_ 


'A TRAGEDY. as | 
By ors I almoſt pity guilty re | "x 


For ſuch a loſs. 
n | 


That ſtabs 9 and thro' : 
 DemerTRIUS. 
What * thee B I then. lo thy love > 
ExIZENE. :;. | 
Tor my colitis. be it ſpoke. Tis 3 
DzuzrRlus. 
To thy confuſion? Is it then a crime? 
You heard how dying Dymas.clear'd my fame. 


ERIXENE. 
} heard, and trembled ; heard, and ran diſtraed:. 
5 | Dzuerzlus. 
Aſtoniſhment ! t 
1 ERIXENE. 


Tve nothing elſe to give thee. 


| [Hefteps back in a/toniſhment ; ſhe in agony; and 
both are ſilent for ſome time. 


He is ſtruck dumb.—Nor can I ſpeak.—Yet mult I. 
I tremble on the brink ; yet mult plunge i — N 
Know, my Demetrius ! joys are for the gods; 
Man's common courſe of nature is diſtreſs : 
His joys are prodigies ; and like them too, 
Portend approaching ill. The wiſe man ſtarts, 
And trembles at the per:/s of a bliſs. | 
To hope, how bold? How daring to be fond; 
When, what our fondneſs graſps, is not immortal. 
I will preſume on thy known, ſteady virtue, 
And treat thee like a man; I will, Demetrius / 
Nor longer in my boſom hide a brand, | 
That burns unſeen, and drinks my vital blood. 
DeuxrRlus. 
What myſtery e ns pauſe | in both. 


Exrx- | 
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 Exrxens. FN LY 0 0 0 1 
The blackeſt. be!» Pt -439 


üs 


How every terror doubles in the dark? 
Why muffled up in filence ſtands my fate? 


This horrid ſpeQre let me ſee at once, 


1 And ow al Pm a man. 


_ ERIXE NE. 
It calls for more. 
Daukralus. 
It calls for me then, Love has made me more. 
| ERIXENE. | 


O fortify thy ſoul with more than love ; * a. (thee. 
2 To hour, what heard, thou'lt curſe the tongue that els. 


DemeTRIVSsS. 


Curſe whom? ws thee! 


_Exrxene. 
Fes, from thy 3 coul. 
Why doſt thou lift thine eyes and hands to heav'n 7 
The pow'rs moſt conſcious of this deed, refide 
In darknefs, howl below in raging fires, 
Where pangs like mine corrode them. —Thence ariſe | 
Black gods of execration and deſpair! 
Thro' dreadful earthquakes cleave your upward way, 
While nature ſhakes, and vapours blot the ſun; _ 


Then thro” thoſe horrors in loud groan . 
That Jam- — 


p "_ 


. „ 0 Reg 7 1 
What ?—['ll have it, tho' i it blaſt 1 me. 
| Entxene. 
Thus then in thunder, —1 am Perſeus wit” 1 
8888 Or e the 3 18 a pauſe. 


Da- 


— 


e. 


In thunder — ; that had not ſtruck ſo deep. 


Calm and deliberate -nguifh feeds upon me; 


From bleſſings, but compel to be ſevere, | 
I feel thy vengeance, and adore thy power; 


But, Oh! I muſt perceive the load that's on me; 


Aid me to bear !—But ſince it can't be borne, 
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 Demerarvs.' | e 


What tempeſt Cer diſcharg gd fo fierce a fire — 


Each thought ſent out for help brings in new woe. 
WING __ I turn b where 85 a to Whom but thee * 


[ Kneeling. 
Treieadull Jobe ! which mortals will not know 


I ſee my failings, and abſolve thy rage. 
I can't but tremble underneath the ſtroke. 


Oh let thy mercy burſt in flames upon me! | 

Thy triple bolt is healing balm to this? | 

This pain unfelt, unfancy'dvby the n 3 5 
The ans, Soho tch, that on the wheel expites. | 


Exrxevs. 


Why did Itell thee ? 


Ditezrna vs. 


Why 3 a deed 
Too hocking t to obe told? What, fumes of hell 
Flew to thy brain? What fiend the crime. inſpir d? 


* 28 . 


ws a 


Em worden lA | F 
Perſeus, laſt night, as ſoon as thou waſt . 
At that dead hour, when good men are at reſt, 
When every crime and horror is abroad, ([ ſeream; 
Graves yawn, fiends yell, wolves howl, and ravens 
Than ravens;' wolves; orfiends more fatal e 


To me he cam [ e en mo Rog 
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And wept, and ſwore, unleſs I gave conſent 
To call a prieſt that moment, all was ruin * 
| That the next day Demetrius and his powers 1 

Might conquer, he loſe me, and I my crown, Tron 

Conferr' d by Philip but on Perſeus wife.  _ 

1 ftarted, trembled, fainted ; he invades 1 

My half- recover d ſtrength, brib'd prieſts conſpire, 
All urge my vow, all ſeize my raviſh'd onde. 

Invoke the gods, run o'er the haſty rĩite; 

While each ill omen of the ſky flew o'er us, * 
And furies howl'd our nuptial ſong below. — 
Can'ft thow ann 3 81% 
i Daner nv . 

By all the flames of lere, 
And ene a of . I never can. 1 
The furies toſs their torches from thy hand, 11 
And all EIN pg . in Re 


56 „ 


| PN ſee thy face no mote | Going, 
| ee 1 ; 
> Thy rage is juſt. | 
ver tay « and hear me. [She hneels and bold; him. 
. Deux rains. 
WP. +  Fhave heard t too > much. : 
11 0 * Entxpus. | 7 ex eu] 
rn thou haſt be ea 1d the whole, 6. ds not {cer wil 1 
Deu rAIius. 
Where en bsds curſo reach gy crime? 
: + "WIE: e125 þ 
Mercy?) che eee ee biber. 


| ee 02% g _ 


{Hers 4 lite drops of molten lead, 


| With owned burn their paſſageito.my heart. 211. or | 


And yet ſuch violation of her vow  . 
ERIx- 


A TRAGEDY. 1 
= ERISENE. | nr ld 2 
ome... Duzralus. 22 
ee 5 | [Stamping 
12 5 | Enrxens. 185 


Stamp till the centre ae 
So black a Thien \ halt thou never raiſe. 9; 
Perſeus ? Can'ſt thou abhor him more than 1? 

Fell has its furies, Perſeus has his love, 

And, oh ! Demetrius his eternal hate. 
4 $6  DemeTRIVUS- 
Eon? *. event and eternal ; 
As ny and everlaſting, as my pain. 
| Erixene. 

| Some god deſcend and footh his ſoul to peace! 

DzMeTRIUS. 

15 | Talk'f thou of peace, what peace haft thou beſtow' 11 

A brain diſtracted, and a broken heart. 

Talk' ſt thou of peace? Hark, hark thy huſband call, 
| His father's rebel! Brother's murderer ! - 

„n. Nature's abhorrence, and thy lawful Lord! | 

Fly, my kind patroneſs, and in his boſons 

Cenjult my n e 


E512 8 N 24 12 


1 1 Eainens⸗ "$4 

* en Irene al be ther. welds 

1 22 My Lord! My Life! 1 56 ©: ont ww Fart 
by" e South 3 1 


4 How ſay ſt? Is Perſeus hon Nena 
Fly, fly! away, away ! *ris death ! 'tis inceſt 
(Starting wide, and looking nou "750 
IA, he is going, ſbe lays bold of bis robe. 
Dart 1 to touch Demetrius? Dar ſt thou nah ha | 
. with thine wy 4 
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ERIXENE. 5 
| TI dare—and more, dare ſie, 
| And fix him here: No doubt to thy ſurprize —— 
I'm blemiſh'd, not abandon'd ; honour ſtill 
Is ſacred in my fight. Thou calbit i it inceſt; 
Tis innocence, tis virtue; if there's virtue, 
In fix'd, inviolable ſtrength of love. 
For, know, the moment the dark deed was ae 
The moment madneſs made me Perſeus wife, 
; ſeiz'd this friend, 5 lodg'd him in my boſom, ' / 
os {Shewing a we 
1 Fi irmly e 1 never W he more. . 
And now Ifling me at thy feet, imploring oh; th 
Thy ſteadier hand to guide him to my — 5 
Who wed 1 in VEUgeAREes wed not but to . i 


DemeTRIUsS. __ 
Has Perſeus chen an hymeneal claimmm 
And no divorce, but death? and death from me, 
Who ſhould defend the from the world in arms E424 
O thou ſtill excellent! ſtill moſt belor d! 1 
en | 
Life i is the folk that parts us; death, a friend 
All knots difſolving, joins us; and for ever. by 
Why ſo diſorder'd ? Wherefore ſhakes thy frame) 
Look on me; do I tremble ? Am I pale? „ 
When I let looſe a ſigh, I'll pardon thine. 
Take my example, and bebravely wretched ; 
True grandeur riſes from furmounted ls; 
The wretched only can be truly greet. 
If not in kindneſs, yet in vengeance ſtrike ; 5 
Tis not Frixene, tis 2 796 nde — 
Thot nor ref gn me? % £3. $1505 3. 58 


4 * 


on | „„ 
Not to Jove. 
Eins. 
i : Then tho 
DEMETRIUS. [Gazing on her with aftoniſhment.] 
How can I ſtrike? ſtab at the face of heav n? 
How can I ftrike ?—Yet how can 1 forbear 5 
I feel a thouſand deaths, debating one. 
A deity ſtands guard on ev'ry charm, ” 


0 fr ikes at me. . 
ERIXENE. 


n thy brother ſhite £* : 
He's now in arms, and may be here this hour. 
Nothing ſo cruel as too ſoft a ſoul ; 
This is ſtrange tenderneſs, that breaks my heart; 


Strange tenderneſs, that dooms to double death—— | 
To We ” 


7 Derr AN 
True. But Boso to ſhun that horror ? 
By wounding thee, whom ſavage pards would ſpare? 
My heart's inhabitant! my ſoul's ambition! 
Buy wounding thee, and bathing in thy blood; | 
That blood illuſtrious, thro? a radiant race *' 
Of kings, and heroes, rolling down from gods? | 


**% #* 


S ERIXENE. 

Heroes and kings, and gods e muſt yield. 
Li. dire e > 

Demera us.. 

Since that abſolves me, 
Stand flew and 1 rl 5 

Exixzxs 33 
My boſom meets the point, 


D Than popu more welcome to IG breaſt. | 
7 By E Dz- 
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250 THE - BROTH TTY 
1 _ Devaravs. 
"Neceli ty, for gods themſclves-to0 ſtrong, 5 
bs weaker, than thy charms, ' [Drops the _ _ 
. Emtxens. 6 
” 2 O my Demetrius t — 
12 and goes to the farther part of the fage. 
Dgmerrrvs. | | 
01 my 8 ! [Beth filent, weep, and tremble. | 
5 Fk E. 
er E [Going. | 
Drug ius. [Pap onately ſeining hes: 
Where elt? 
| ExIXENE. Np 
To ſeek friend. | | F ; 
MO LITRES gs bens rale. 
„ 5 He's here. 
| be  ExixEns. TT 
| Len Run friend. — 
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3 Faith, eren, receive me. Li 
| „en, 
5 7 Heav'n ſtrike ar dead, 
= HY And fave W NI double ici, 
' 8 | And one of tenfold death —0 Joue / O ve 7 
TH Tc,kFalling on bis knees. 
5 But Ton diſtracted. (Suddenly ftarting up. 
What can Jave Porky pray * 
8 What can 1 pray for? 
5 n ExIXIXE. 
| For a heart. 
| Demerarvs. 


. one 


WhO 


Tha einne feet. Mine e bleed tener vein. 


2 


And when we feel for others, reaſon reels, 
O'erloaded, from her path, and man runs mad. 
As Love alone can exquiſitely bleſs, . 
Love only feels the marvellous of pain; 


Opens new veins of torture in the ſoul, 


And wakes the nerve where agonies are born: : 
Een-Dymas, Perſeus (hearts of adamant !), 


Might weep. theſe tarments of their e e. 


ERIXEZNE. 


Shall Ebe.leſs compaſſionate as: 


[Takes up the dagger. 5 


What love deny'd, thige IN done; 
[Seats e 5 


Denetrigy gh N 3 death. MOLE. 


[SY the. Kine, De. 'F 
| AA. 
Gila 8 to my arms; 1 call bim 


Ta life from death, to tranſport from deſpair. | 


NEeMETRIOS. 


See Perſeus! wife Pointing at Erixene] Let Delia tell * 


ne (the reſt... 


"op wiefaccultom'd] heart cap gueſs. _ well. 


DEMETRIUS... 


; That bsh turns alto. gulls, but tears and death. 


Kix. | 


Death l-vWho! hall quell falſe Perſeus 1 now in arms? 


Who pour my tempeſt; an the capitol ? 19 2 


How ſhall. ſweeten life to thy ſad ſpirit ene 
II _ my throne: this hour, and thou. ſhalt reign... . 


4 DeukrRlus. ge 
You meommend that death you would nende 1 
O 2 e Ennobled 


| 0 K* TRACHD Y. | 33 1 9 | 
Who never r low, neer ſuffer d baden. 3 
Who nothing feels but for himſelf alene: 9 f 


+ 4 


2092 THE BROTHERS J. 
Ennobled thus hy fame and empire loſ t 
As well as life! Small ſacriſice to Laven:: 1 40 3 

FO flab:himfelf, ape 22857 M prevent 
ii, Aber kene 591 n tl 0 
„„ RK 3 6 95 TE: 
'Y Ah, hold! ! nor ſtrike thy dagger they? my bent 
1 : | DEMRTRIUvs. ien FEA 

"Tis my firſt diſediene and my laſt. f Falls: down... 
| A KI NM wind, Wat: 
There Philip felli There Macedon expif d! TP 

I ſee the Roman eagle hovering o'er us, 


And the ſhaft broke ſhould bring her to the is it 
ner to 1 207 57 


ken gen Dpitrö nie 139 e 
1 Hear, good eee my laſt requeſt 
Tell Perſeus, if he'll ſheath his impious ſword 
Drawn on his father, T1 forgive him all; 
Tho' poor Erixene lies bleeding by: 
Her blood cries rey pa ve 27 8 8 fathers peace | 
* FG his FOR bent 1 as Kis death. 
What then are both ?—O Philip, once renown d! 
Where is the pride of Greece, the dread of Rome, 
The theme of Athens, the wide world's example, | 
And the god Alexander's rival; now? PST GLaRARS 
Een at the foot of fortune 's precipice, 
Where the ſlave's figh wafts' pity to Dee, disc. 
Aud his omnipoteniceiEries out for mire.” a 1907 of! ff 
; ——_— 11 Axtioonus, | L EA v ” 
| As che fyroln coluinn of aſcendin ng oke: 


So ſolid fwels thy e Pigmy x _ | 
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A T R A G E D Y. | 
V . 1 „ i 
My life 8 deep Ai was plann d with are, =: 
From ſcene to ſcene advancing in diſtreſs, 
Thro' a fad ſeries, to this dite reſult ; 5 ; 
As if the Thracian queen conducted all, Toe, 
And wrote the moral in her children's bloods — 
Which ſeas might labour to waſh out in Vain. 
Hear it, ye nations! diſtant ages! hear; 
And learn, the dread decrees of Fove to fear: 
His dread decrees the ſtricteſt balance keep; 
The father groans, who made a mother weep; 
But if no terror for yourſelves can move, 
Tremble, ye parents, for the child ye loye; 
For: Your Demetrius: N Mine is doom'd to rn VS. 
A guiltleſs victim, for h his father; 8 deed. A ia 
TIT ry is TMs Nam *LITY TY ines 5 — 
Arterien nn 
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N e een een n 
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e Eiroges! thro” cuſtom, is hour right, 
But ne er perhaps was needful tilt this night <. 2 
To-night the virtuous falls, the guilty Nie, TT 


Guilt's dreadful cloſe our narrow ſcene denies. 


In hiſtory's authentic record read 
What ample vengeance gluts Demetrius he 
Kengeance ſo great, that when his tale is told, 


With pity ſome ev'n Perſeus may behold, 


Perſeus ſurvie/d, indeed, and fil d the throne, 


But ceaſeleſs cares in congueſt made him gran: 
Nor reign d he long; from Rome ſwift thunder flew, 
And headlong from bis throne the tyrant threw: 


* 


Thrown headlong down, by Rome in triumph " 


For this night's deed his perjur'd boſom bled : 


His brother's ghoft each moment made him art, 3 


And all his father's anguiſb rent his heart. 


When, rob'd in black, his children round bin bung, 


And their rait d arms in early forrow wrung.; 


The younger ſmil d, unconſcious of their woe ; 
At which thy tears, 0 Rome began to flow ; 
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To fo Jove's race 2 the Giger 5 kel, 


To ſee the ſlaves of bis worſt foe encreaſe, 0 b a | 


| From ſuch a ſource An emperor's embrace „ 

He ficken'd ſoon to death ; and, what is worſe, 
He well deſerv'd, and felt the coward's curſe 3 

Unpity'd, ſcorn'd, inſulted bis laft bour, 


Far, far from home, and in à vaſſals ” 5 : 29 | 


His pale cheek refted on his ſhameful chain, 
No friend to mourn, no flatterer to feign; 

No ſuit retards, no comfort ſooths his doom, 
And not one tear bedews a monarch's tomb. 

Nor ends it thus—dire wengeance to complete, 
His antient empire falling, ſhares his fate: 


His throne forgot! His weeping country chain'd 


And nations aſk—Where Alexander reign'd. 
As public woes a prince's crimes purſue, 

So public bleſſings are his wirtue's due. 

© Shout, Britons, ſhout—auſpicious fortune Bleſs t 
And cry, Long live—OUR title to ſucceſs ? 


"END of VO E. I 
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